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PREFACE. 


xy HOUGH it be dangerous to raiſe toogreat 


== an ExpeRation, eſpecially in Works ot this 
Nature, where we are to pleaſe an unſatia- 
ble Audience; yet'tis _—__ to prepol- 
ſeſs them in favour of an Author, and 


neille has attempted it, and, it appears by hisPreface, with 
Seat Succeſs : But a judicious Reader will eaſtly obſerve, 
ow much the. Copy is inferior to the Original. He 
tells you himſelf, that he owes a great part of his Suc- 
ceſs tothe happy Epiſade of Theſeus and Dirce; which is 
the ſame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we 
were indebted for our good Fortune, to the iron of 
Adraſtus, Eurydice, and Creon. The truth is, he mileravly 
fail'd inthe Character of his Hero : if he defir'd that Oed:- 
#5 ſhould be pitied, he fhou'd have made him a better 
A 3, Mat. 


| 
| 
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| 
\ 
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PREFACE. 


Man. He forgot that Sophocles had taken care to ſhew 


him in_ his firſt Entrance, a Juſt, a Merciful, a Succeſs- 
ful, a Religious Prince, and, in ſhort, a Father of his 
Country : Inſtead of theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, 
deſigning, more anxious of Ixteping the Thebax Crown, 
than ioJicitous for the Safety of his People: HeQtor'd by 
Theſeus, contemn'd by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining a ſe- 
cond Part in his own Tragedy. "This was an Error in 
the firſt ConcoEtion ; and therefore never to be mended 
in the ſecond or the third: He introduc'd a greater Hero 
than Oedipus himſelf; for when The/ſeus was once there, 
tat Companionof Hercules muſt yield to none: The Poet 
was oblig'd to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make him 
an Equipaye ſuitable to his Dignity, and by following 
Kim too cloſe, to loſe his other King of Brentford in the 
Crowd. Seneca, on the other fide, as if there was no ſuch: 
$hing as Nature to be minded in a Play, is always run- 
ning after pompous Expreſſion, pointed Sentences, and. 


Philoſophical Notions, more proper for the Study than. 


the Stage : The Frenchman follow'd a wrong Scent; and. 
the Roman was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All we cou'd 
gather out of Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, 
tut not his Way: And Seneca ſupply'd us with no new 
Hint, but only a Relation which he makes of his Trire- 


Fas raiſing the Ghoſt of Lajus : Which is here perform'd. 


in view of the Audience, the Rites and Ceremonies ſo 
far his, as he agreed with ws and the Religion of 
the Greeks ; But he himfelf was beholden to Homer's Ti- 


refras in the Odyſſes for ſome of them : And the reſt have 


been colle&ed from Heliodore's AEthiopiques, and Lucan's 
Eriftho. Sophocles indeed is admirable every where : And 
therefore we have follow'd him as cloſe as poſſibly we 
could : But the Athenian Theatre, (whether more perfect 
than ours, is not now diſputed) had a PerfeCtion differing 
from ours. You ſee there in every AQ a ſingle Scene, (or 
two at moſt) which manage the Buſineſs of the Play, 
and after that ſucceeds the Chorus, which commonly 
takes up more time in Singing, than there has been em- 
ploy'd in ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appears al- 
meſt conſtantly through the Play; but the inferior 


Parts 
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Party {e{doim, above ence in the-whole Tragedy. The 
Condatt of four 


at of our Stage is much. more difficult,» wRere we 
are dbligt” never* to” loſe any conſiderable CharaQter 
which we have once preſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has 
obtain'd, that we muſt form an Under-plot of ſecond 


ND 


iy - 
% 


Fir. 


Perſons, which muſt 'be depending on the firſt, and their 


By-walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all _ 


of 'em lead into the great Parterre: Or like ſo many ſe- 
veral lodging Chambers, which have their Out-lets into 
the ſame Gallery. Perhaps, after all, if we could think 
ſo, the ancient Method, as 'tis the eafieſt, is alſo the moſt 
Natural, and the Beſt. ' For Variety, as'tis manag'd, is 
too often ſubje&t to breed Diſtraction : And while we 
would pleaſe too many ways, for want of Art in the 
Condu&t, we pleaſe in none. But we have given you 
more already than was neceſlary for a Preface, and for 
ougut we know, may gain no more by our Inſtructi- 
ons, than that Politick Nation is like to do, who have 


taught their Enemies to fight ſo long, that at laſt they 
arc 1n a Condition to invade them., 
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PROLOGU E 


W HEN Athens all the Grecian Stare 454 tle, 


And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſide, 


Then Sophocles with Socrates X;d fit, 


Supreme in Wiſdom one, and oue in Wit : 

And Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 

But as "'tawas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Profe 
Then, Oedipus, on Crowded Theatres, 

Drew all admiring Eyes and /iſining Eati3 

The pleas d Spefator ſnouted every Line, 

The noblsft, manlieft, and the beft Deſign ! 

And every Critick of each learned Age 

By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. 

Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heaw'n avert our fear! ) 
Damn it in Silence, left the World Jbould hear. 
For were it known this Paem-did mot pleaſe, 
You might ſet up for perfe# Satuages : " 
Your Neighbours would nat look on you as Men: 
But think the Nation all turn'd Pitts agen. 

Faith as you manage Matters, 'tis not fit 

You ſhould ſuſpeft your ſelves of too much Writ. 
Drive not the Feft too far, but ſpare this Piece ; 
And, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece, 
See twice! Do not pell-mell to Damning fall, 


' Like true-born Britons, »vho ne'er think at all: 
. Pray be advisd; and though at Mons you won, 


On pointed Canon da not always run. 


With 


PROLOGUE. 
With fome reſpeft to ancient Wit proceed; 

You take the four firft Councils for your Creed. 
But, when you lay Traditson wholly by,. 

54 And on the private Spirit alme rele, 

2 You turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 

1f, notwith/landing all that ave can ſay, 

You needs will have your pep worths of the Play : 
And come reſoly\d to Damn, becauſe you pay, 
Record it, in Memorial of the Fat, | 
The firſt Play bury'd ſince, the Waollen A. | 
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; Dramatis Perſons. 


b OEdipus Mr, Betterton. 

| Adraſtus Mr. Smith. 

| Creon Mr. Samford. 

| Tireſias Mr. Harris. 

| Hemon Mr, Crosly. 

[ Alcander , Mr. Weillams. 

h Diocles Mr. Norris. 

Pyracmon. Mr. Boman. 
Phorbas Mr. Gilh. | 
Dymas 
Mgeon _ 
Ghoſt of Lajus Mr. Williams. 


WOMEN. 


Jocaſta | Mrs. Bettertons 
Eurydice | ' Mrs. Lee. 
Manto. Mrs. Ewan. 


Priefts, Citizens, Attendants, &#c, 
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ACT I SCENE 1. 
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The Curtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, repreſenting 
the preſent Condition of Thebes ; dead Bodies 
appear at a Diſtance in the Streets ;, ſome faintly 
go over the Stage, others drop. 


Emer Alcander, Diocles, and Pyracmon. 


ALCANDER, 


7&3 Ethinks we ſtand on Ruins ; Nature ſhakes 
BY £2 About us; and the univerſal Frame 

EPA EY So looſe, that it but wants another Puſh 

AA 8 To leap from off its Hinges. + [Globe 

% Diac. No Sun to chear us; but a bloody 

a *GEF That rolls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire ; 

His Face  o'er-grown with Scurf:; The Sun's fick too ; 

Shortly he'll be an Earth. 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 


Lie all confug'd ; and, by the Heav'ns negleed, 


Forget 


' 
| 
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Forget themſelves : Blind Winter meptethe Sutamer® | 
In his Mid- -Way, and, ſeeing not his J.ivery, | 
Has driv'n him headlong back : Pa the raw- Damps 
With flaggy Wings fly heavil * 
Scattering their peſtilential Colds ar ne Rhenens 
Through afl the” lazy Air. | 

Alc. Hence Murrains follow'd 4 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing _ 
At laſt, the- _ 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. - 

Diac. And next his Maſter : 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firft on inferior Creatures tryd their 'Foree : 
And laſt they fezz'd on Man. 

Py. And then a th Deaths at once alvanc'd, 
And every Dart took place; all was ſo —_— 
That fſearee-a-hrſt Man-fell;-one-but- : 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a Wonder too ; 


A third, who ftoop'd to raiſe his dying .Friend, 


'Dropt in the pious AR. Heatd, you thet Groan ? 
[Grean within. 

Dizc. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight ur there : 

Now Death's grown' Riotous, and will play no more 

For ſingle Stakes , but Families and Tribes : 

How. are we ſare we breathe. nat now our la, 

And that next Minute, 

Our Bodies caſt into ſome. common. Pit, 

Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 


By half a Peo 


Alc. 2. Doogie: Chain. of Cauſes 
Link'd to Effe&s 3 invincible. 'Necellity 
That whatc'er-is, could not but ſo Te bad? 
That's-my! Security. 

To them, enter Creon. 

Cre. So had it need, when all our Streets lie cover'd 

bo ead and dying Men ; 
arth expoks Bodics an the Pavements 

ot than ſhe hides in Graves ! 


Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 


OE views. T3 
'The Nuptial 'Torch-do-common Offices 
Of Marriage-and..of Death. | 
Diac. Now, O Edipus, | 
(If he return from War, or ag? | | 
Will ſcarce find half he left, to-grace this Triumphs, 
Pyr. A feeble Pzan will be ſung before hum. 
Alc. He will do well to-bring the Wives and Children: 
Of conquer'd Argians, to renew his Thebes. 
C "+. May-B unerals meet him-at the City Gates, 
With their deteſted Omen. 
Drioc. Of his Children. | | 
Cre. Nay, though ſhe be -my 'Siſter, -of-his Wife. 
Alc. O that-our Thebes might once again behold 
A Monarch Theban born! h 
Dioc. We might have had one. 
Pyr. Yes, had-the People pleasd. 
Cre. Come, you're. my - Friends: 
'The Queen -my-Siſter, after Lajus's Death, 
| Feard'to lie fn le ; and ſupply'd his Place 
With a young -Sugeeflor. 
Dzoc. He much reſembles 


Her former Husband too. 
Alc. 1 always ougne 1o. | 
Pyr.-When twenty Winters mare havegrizz1'd his black 
He will be very Lajus. a, 7 | 


Cre: 'So he will: | Woke at 
Mean time. ſhe ſtands-provided of-a Lajus 
More young and vigorous tqo, by +twenty”Springs. 
Theſe Women arefuch- cunning Purveyors'! -- 
Mark where their Appetites haye ance been pleas'd, 
The ſame reſemblance jn a younger Lover 
Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 
And urges'their Remembrance to'Pefire. 
Diac. "Had Merit, not her Dotage, been confider'd, 
Then Creon had been King ; but OZ gipus, 
A Siranger! ; 
Cre. That word Stranger, I confeſs, 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. 
Diec. We are your Creatures, - 
The People prone, as in all general-Ills, 
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To ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen a Woman weak and unregarded; 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, | 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd, 
Cre. The Gods have done 
'T heir Part, by ſending this commodious Plague. 
But oh the Princeſs! y 2 hard Heart is ſhut | 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. # 
Alc. Your Claim to her is ſtrong: You are betroth'd., 
Pys. True; in her Nonage. 
Diac. I heard the Prince of Argos, young Adraftus, 
When he was Hoſtage here 
Cre. Oh Name him not ! the Bane of all my Hopes 3. 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warrior, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and ſomewhat of a. lucky Raſhneſs, 
To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form 
And empty Noiſe, and loves itſelf in Man. 
Alc. But fince the War broke out about our Frontiers, 
He's now a Foe to Thebes. . 
Cre. But is not ſo to her 3 ſee, ſhe appears; 
Once more ['l] prove: my Fortune : You infinuate. 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Court ; gull 'em with Freedom. 
And you ſhall fee *em toſs their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung 'em. 
Dioc. We'll about it. Exeunt Alc. Dioc. and Pyr, 


Enter Eurydice. 


Cre. Hail, Royal Maid ; thou bright Eurydice / 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born ; 
And made thee of ſuch Kindred-mold to Heav'n, 
'Thou ſeem'ſt more Heay'n's than ours. & 
Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 

Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Men, 
Like Cadmus Brood they juſtled for the Paſlage : 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee 'em. 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways. 


When 
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When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 
If theſe be Hours of Courtfhip. 
Cre. Yes, they are; 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, 'tis time 
We ſhould renew the Race. 

Eur. What, in the midſt of Horrour ! 

Cre. Why not then? IS 
There's the more need of Comfort. 

Eur. Impious Creon ! 

Cre. Unjuſt Eurydice ! can you accuſe me 
Of Love, which is Heav'n's Precept, and not fear 
'That Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries ? 

Eur. Still th old Argument. 

I bad you, caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caſt *em on your ſelf: 'Think what you are. 

Cre. A Man. 

Eur. A Man! | 

Cre. Why doubt you? I'm a Man. 

Eur. Tis well you tell me fo, 1 ſhould miftake yoy 
For any other Part o'th' whole Creation, | 
Rather than think you Man: Hence from my Sight, 
'Thou Poiſon to my Eyes. | 

Cre. "Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine ; and yet methinks 
My Face and Perſon ſhould not make you ſport. 

Eur. You force me, by your Importunities, 

To ſhew you what you are. | 

Cre. A Prince, who loves you; 

And ſince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 
Ev'n at its higheſt Value; | 

Eur. Love from thee ! 

Why Love renounc'd thee ere thou ſaw'f the Light: 
Nature her felf ſtart back when thou wert born ; 
And cry'd, the Work's not. mine — 

The Midwife ſtood aghaſt ; and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain back,. and thy diſtorted Legs, 

Thy Face it ſelf, 

Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man ; 

And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whoſe Right in thee were more; 


And 
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And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, 
Were not the holier Work; Rn 
Cre. Am I to blame, -i3f Nature threw my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mould? yet when ſhe caſt 
Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled 'em 
On heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge ; 
Her bungled Work ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fair : 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, | 
The God ſtrook Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautify the Sky, fo he inform'd 


This ill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul : 


And making leſs than Man, he made me more. 
Eur. No; thou art all one Error ; Soul and Body. 
The firſt young Trial of ſome unskill'd: Pow'r; 
Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Fowe. 
The crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back ; 
And wander'd in m thy Limbs: To thy own kind 
Make Love, 1 thou canſt find it 'in the World : 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Offgpring, 
Which, mingled with the reſt, would tempt the Gods 
To cut of humane Kind. — | 
Cre. No; let 'em leave | 
"The Argian Prince for you : "That Enemy 
Of Thebes has made yau falle, and break the Vows 
You made to me. + DT | 
Eur. "They were my_Motherjs Vows, 
Made when 1 was at Nurſe. 
Cre. But hear me, Maid; 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd,. loath'd Creon;. 
Is Maiter of a Sword, to reach the Blood | 
Of your young 1Minian, ſpoil the Gods fine work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. FE 
Eur. 'I his when thou doſt, ; 
Then may{t thou ſtill be cursd with loving me: 
And, as thon art, be {till unpitied, loath'd ; 


And let his Ghoſt — No, let his Ghoſt have reft ; 

But let the preteh, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, - 

Let Creen haunt humfelf, -— - Eds. Tay: 
: rf. 


m4 =; 12.44.75 2 
*, Py — = ph opt » my 
IR onde ey 


— nm _—_—_ vs . - DE Ts. J a” 2 "nn" y 
w Fe ".” ry, 2 * 0 
m—_—— . ad We 1! Sk - yi Toth p 
L 4 * - ant, # > hed. > Fe oo 3s +2" wh 
«4 3% . : bu z 5 IT EWAKE 27-7 7, 162.2 
: EO EN EI T RAR - NIN S # 


OEvDp1irvus. 17 

Cre. *Tis true, I am 
What ſhe has told me, an Offence to Sight : 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices feen 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
I muſt make haſte ere Oedipus return, 
'To ſnatch the Crown and her ; for I ſtill love ; 
But love with Malice; as an angry Cur - 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo will'I ſeize.and Ranch 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 


. Andleave the _ for Slaves. 


Enter Tireſias, /caning on a Staff, and led by bis 
Daughter Manto. | 
What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad! 
Wou'd his Apolh had him, he's too holy 
For Earth and me; I'll ſhun his Walk ; and ſeek 
My popular Friends. [Exit Creon. 
Tire. A little farther ; yet a litttle farther, | 


Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 


Conduct my weary Steps : and thou who ſeeſt 
For me. and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
With impious' Steps upon dead Corps; —— Now ſtay : 
Methinks I draw more open, vital Air, 
Where are We? 
Man. Under Covert of a Wall: 
The moſt frequented once, and noiſy Part 
Of Thebes, now midnight Silence reigns ev'n here 
And Graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our. Feet. 
Tir. If there be nigh this Place a ſunny Bank ! 
There let me reſt a while: a ſunny Bank ! 
Alas ! how can it be, where no Sun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking Taper 1n the Skies, 


That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowſy Head 


'To glimmer through the Damps. | 
[4 Noiſe within, Fellow, follow, follow, A Creon, A 
__ Creon, can”, | | 
Hark ! a tumultuous Noiſe, and Creor's Name 
Thrice echo'd. 
Man. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. j- 
irs 
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"Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight ? 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, e 
Secure of greater Ills ! | 
[Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon ; followed 
by the Crowd. 

Con. I thank ye, Countrymen; but muſt refuſe 

he Honours you intend me they're too great; 
And I am too unworthy ; think agen, 
And make a better Choice. 

1 Czt, Think twice ! I ne'er thought twice in all myLife. 
That's double work. | 

2 Cit. My firſt Word is always my Second ; and there- 
fore I'll have no ſecond Word: and therefore once again 
I fay, A Creon. | 

All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! 

Cre. Yet hear me, Fellow-Citizens. 

Di. Fellow-Cuizens ! there was a Word of Kindneſs! 

Alc. When did Ocdipus ſalute you by that familiarName ? 

1 Cit. Never, never; he was too proud. 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger : 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 
 Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. 
"Tis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among you, 
Becauſe a Stranger rul'd : but what of that, | 
Can I redreſs it now ? 

3 Cit. Yes, you or none. 
'Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe ho reigns. : 

Cre. Oedipus may return: you may be ruin'd. 

1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 

2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living Men 
but Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop and 
drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or ring, 
AnJ therefore while we are ſound and well, let us ſatisfy 
our Conſciences, and make a new King. 

3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Co- 
ronation, and then if we muſt die, we'll go merrily to- 


» 
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All. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 
Dioc. Are you content, Creon ſhould be your King ? 
All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! | 
Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creon, hear me. 
1 Cit. Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no Man: 


 Wecan ſcarce hear one another. 


Tir. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. | 
 _ 2 Cie. Oh, 'tis Apollo's Prieſt, we muſt hear him; 'tis 
- the old blind Prophet that ſees all things. 7 
43 Cer. He comes from the Gods too, and they are our 
; _ and in good Manners we muſt hear him: Speak, 
- Prophet. | i 
| Cit. For coming from the Gods that's no great Mat- 
| ter, they can all ſay that; but he's a great Scholar, he 
; can make Almanacks, and he were put to't, and there- 
fore I ſay hear him. | | 
Tir. When angry Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among you,. 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans! are the Gods | 
* Cruſt in puniſhing? are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 
| 1 Cit. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ſtirring, 
- that are the Cauſe of all. i 
3 Cit. Yes thereare Sins; or we ſhould have no Taxes. 
2 Cit. For my part I can ſpeak it with a ſafe Conſcience, 
I neerfſinnd in all my Life. | 
| 1 Cit. Nor I. | 
3 Cit. Nor I. | | (Doors. 
2 Cit. Then we are all juſtified, the Sin lies not at our 
Tir. All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty; 
| Were every Man's falſe dealing brought to light, 
| His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
| His Weights and Meaſures, th' other Man's Extortions, 
With what Face could you tell offended Heav'n, 
You ' had not ſinn'd ? 
2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the Caſe is alter'd ; for my 
part I never thought any thing but Murder had been a 
Sin. 
Tir. And yet, asif all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to 'em ; impious Thebans ! is 
| | ave 
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Have you not {worn before the Gods to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your King 
By publick Voice eleCted ? anſwer me, | 
It this be true! ; 
2 Cit. This is trae ; but it's a hard World, Neighbours, 
If a Man's Oath muſt be his Maiter. 
Cre. Speak Diocles; all goes wrong. | 
Dioc. How are you Traitors, Countrymen of Thebes ? 
'T his holy Sire, who prefles you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt ; were you not ſworn before 
To Lajus and his Blood ? 
All. We were; we were. | 
Dioc. While Lajus has a lawful Succeflor, 
Your firſt Oath till muſt bind : Erzrydice 
Is Heir to Lajus ; let her marry Creon: | 
Offended Heay'n will never be appeas'd 
While Oedipus pollutes the 'T'hrone of Lajus, 
A Stranger to his Blood. 
All. We'll no Oedipas, no Oedipus. 
1 Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole, 
2 Cit. I knew it wou'd be fo; the laſt Man ever ſpeaks 
the beſt Reaſon. | 
Tir. Can Benefits thus die, ungratefal Thebans ! 
Remember yet, when after Lajus's death, 
The Monfter Sphinx laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew ; 
Your ſelves for fear mew'd up within your Walls, 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your 'Town, 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her lke a Whirlwind, 
And ſhaded all beneath ; 'till tooping down, 
She clap'd. her leathern Wing again{ your 'Tow'rs, . 
And thraſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors. 
| Dice. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. | 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temples 
T'invoke the Gods for aid, the proudeſt he 
Who leads you now, then cowr'd, like a dar'd Lark : 
This Cree ſhook for fear, g 
The Blood of Lajas cruddled in his Veins : 
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ri Oedipus arriv'd. 
* Call'd by his own high Courage and the Gods, 
, "i ' Himſelf to you a God: ye offer'd him 
© Your Queen, and Crown ; {but what was then your Crown ') 
” And Heav'n authoriz'd it by his Sncgels ; 
'* Speak then, who is your lawtul King ? 
TH * Al. "Tis Oedipas. 
" = Tir. "Tis Oedipus indeed: your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream: For ſomething Sl there lies _ 
In Heav*ns: dark Volume, which 1 rea through Miſts: 
' *Tis great, prodigious z "cis a dreadful Eivth, 
\. Of wondrous Fate; and now, juft now diicloſing, £ 
\ I fee, I ſee! how terribly it dawns. EEE. 
\- And my Soul thickens with it: 
1 Cit. How:the God ſhakes him! - 
' Tir. Hecomes! hecomes! Victory ! Conquelt! Triumpht | 
| Butoh! Guiltleſs and Guiky : Murder! Parricide! 
F Inceſt ; Difeovery ! Puniſhment 'tis ended, 
And all your Sufferings o'er. 
W = A Trumpet within ; Enter Hzmon. 
| Hem. Rouſe up ye Thebans; tune your To Pans i F 
Your King returns; the Arpians are o'er-come ; 
Their Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-like Ozdipas. 
Alt. Oedipus, Oedipus, —__ / 
' Creon. Furies confound his Fortune ! =———_ | 4/7 te. 
_ Haſte, all haſte, [To thems 
And meet with Bleflings our viRorious King; ; * 
| Decree Proceſlions ; bid new Holy-days ; | 
| 'Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands ; 
- Andraiſea Braſen Column, thus inſcrb'd, 
To Oedipus, now twice a Conqueror ; Deliveret of his 
Thebes. 
Truſt me, I weep for Joy to ſee this Day. | (trymen, 
Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep'ſ :—- Go, Couns 
And, as you uſe to ſupplicate your Gods —— 
So meet your.King. with Bayes, and Olive-Zranches; 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 
1 | An end of all your. Woes; for only he 
2% | Can giveit you, [Ex. Tireſias, the People following: 


Enter 
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Enter Oedipus in Triumpb; Adraftus Priſoner; Dymaz, * ; 


rain. 
Cre. All hail, great Oedipus ; | 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ; welcome to Thebes : 
'To thy own Thebes ; to all that's left of Thebes : 
For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy 'Triumphs : 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live 
'To welcome thee, and die. | 
Ocdip. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; 
But lent by Heav'n upon hard Uſury: 
And, while Fove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
Ere it can reach our Lips it's daſht with Gall 
By ſome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph! 
O Conqueſt gain'd abroad and loſt at home ! 
O 4rgos ! now rejoice, for Thebes lies low ; 
Thy {laughter'd Sons now ſmile, and think they won ; 
When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than theirs: 
Adr. No; Argos mourns with Thebes; you temper'd {a 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem'd 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevail'd : 
While Argos 1s a People, think your Thebes 
Can never want for SubjeQs : Every Nation 
Will crowd to ſerve.where Oedipus commands. 
Cre.toHzm. How mean it ſhews to fawn upon theVior ! 
Hem. Had you beheld him fight, you had faid otherwiſe: 
Come, 'tis brave bearing in him, not to envy 
Superior Virtue. | 
Oedip. 'This indeed is Conqueſt, 
To gain a Friend like you: Why were we Foes? 
 Aar.'Cauſe we were Kings, and each difdain'd an Equal, 
T fought to have it in my pow'r to do | | 
What thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my Conqueſt ; 
To ſhew thee, Honour was my only Motive. 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, '. 
Which, like a Toy dropt from the Hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next Chance-comer. | $770 
Oedip. embracing. No more Captive, 2 
day of the War : 'Tis much more pleaſant, FE 
| | n 
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| And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, 

2 Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our Warlike Hands, 

*? And kept *cin from ſoft uſe. 

* Adr. My Conqueror! | 
' O-dip. My Friend ! that other Name keeps Enmity alive. 
© But longer to detain thee were a Crime ; 

To love, and to Eurydice, go free: 

2 Such welcome as aruind Town can give, 

' Expe& from me; the reſt let her ſupply. | 
 Aar. I go without a Bluſh, though conquer'd twice, 

| : By you an by my Princeſs. [Ex. Adra.ius, 
; Gre. TA/ae.] Then I am conquer'd thrice ; by Oedipus, 

* And her, andev'n by him, the Slave of both : 

. - Gods, I'm beholden to you, for making me your Image, 
© Wou'd I tould make you mine. __ [Ex. Creon. 
* Enter the People with Branches in their Hands, holding 
: them up, and kneeling : Two Priefts before them. 

 Oecdip. Alas, my People! | 
What means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt-Eyes, 
* And lifted Hands! if there be one among you 

| Whom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt, 

1 Px. O Father of thy Country ! 

To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſ. Eyes are lifted, 

_ As to a viſible Divimty. | | | 

: APrince on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 
' The buſineſs of Mankind : for Providence 

Might on thy careful Boſom ſleep ſecure, 

 Andleave her 'Task to thee. 

| But where's the Glory of thy former Ads? 

Ev'n that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 
| Millions of Subje&s ſhalt thou have ; but mute. 

' A People of the dead; a crowded Defart. 

| A Midnight Silence at the Noon of Day. 

QOezdip. Owereour Gods as ready with their Pity, 

As I with mine, this Preſence ſhou'd be throng'd 

| With all I left alive; and my fad Eyes 

| Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd Sight 

_ Flatter'd my Toils of War. | 

 _ 1 Pr, Twice our Deliverer, 
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Oezdip. Nor are now your Vows 
Addreſt to one who fleeps : 
When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 
Dymas was ſent to Delphos to inquire 
The Cauſe and Cure of this contagious Ill : 
And is this Day return'd : but ſince his Meflage 
Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it 
But in this general Preſence : Let him | s 
Dym. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And ſacred Tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words, 12 
'The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blod- Royal unreveng'd, has curs'd the Land. 
_ When Lajus Death is expiated well, 
Your Plague ſhall ceaſe: the reft let Laus tell. | 
Oedip. Dreadful indeed ! Blood, anda King's Blood too; 
And ſuch a King's, and by his SubjeQts ſhed ! 
(Elſe why this Gur on Thebes?) no wonder then | 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſach Crimes! 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery 
All muſt be empty'd on us: Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes ; but more be call'd for, mores + 
New-moulded "Thunder of a larger Size ; 
Driv'n by whole Fowe. What, touch anointed Pow'r/! 
Then Gods beware ; - Fove wou'd- himſelf be next; 
Cou'd you but reach him too. 
2 Pr. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 
\Oe2dip. Well you may: + 
Worſe than a Plague wfeQts you : y'are devoted. 
To Mother Earth, and to th' infernal 'Pow'rs: 
Hell has a Right in you : I thank you, Gods, 
That I'm mo Jheb4n born : how my. Blood cruddles { 
As if this Curſe touch'd me ! and touch'd me nearer 
'Than all this Preſence! ——' Yes, 'tis a King's Blood, 
And I, a King, am ty'din deeper-Bonds 
To expiate this Blood: But where;: from whom, 
Or how muſt I atone it ? tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell? for a confus'd Report 
Paſs'd through my Ears, when firl} I took the Crown : 
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But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 
1 Pr. He went in private forth ; but thinly follow'd ; 
And neer return'd to Thebes. 
Oedip. Nor any from him? came there no Attendant? 
None to bring the News ? | 
2 Pr. But one ; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Words. 
Oedip. What were they ? ſomething may be learnt from 
thence. | 
1 Py. Heſfaid a Band of Robbers watch'd their Paſlage ; 
: Who took advantage ot a narrow v'ay 
- To murder Lajus and the reſt : himſelf 
: Left too for dead. | 
: Ocdip. Made you no more Inquiry, 
> But took this bare Relation ? 
: 2 Pr, "I'was neglected: 
: For then the Monſter Sphinx began to rage; ; 4 
: And Preſent Cares ſoon buried the Remate ; 
- So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 
Ocdip. Mark, Thebans, mark! 
_ Juſt then, the Sphinx began to rage among you; 
: The Gods took hold ev'n of th' offending Minute, 
And dated thence your Woes: thence will I trace 'era. 
* 1 Px. *Tis juſt thou ſhould'ft. 
 Ocdip. Hear then this dreadful Imprecation ; hear u: 
"Ts laid on all; not any one exempt: | 
Bcar witneſs Heav'n, avenge it on the perjur'd, 
f any Theban born, if any Stranger 
Keveal this Murder, or produce its Author, 
Yen Attique Talents be his juſt Reward : | 
But, if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
1ne Murder'r he conceal, the Curſe of Th-bes 
all heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 
Te Gods, and place 'em there: From Fire and Water, 
onverſe, and all things common be he bani'd. 
t for the Murderer's ſelf, unfound by Man, 
nd him ye Pow'rs Celeſtial and Infernal ; 
id the ſame Fate or worſe than Lojus met, 
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Let be his Lot: his Children be accurſt ; 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be curs'd 
Both Pr. Confirm it Heay'n ! 
Enter Jocaſta ; Attended by Women. 
Foc. At your Devotions! Heav'n ſucceed your Wiſhesz | 
Ard bring th" effeCt of theſe your pious Pray*rs 
'On you, and me, and all. ; 
Pr, Avert this Omen, Heavin! 
Oc4ip. O fatal Sound, Unfortunate Focaſta ! 
Wh hat haſt thou ſaid! an ill Hour haſt thou choſen 
For theſe foreboding Words ! why, we were curling ! 
| Joc. Then may the Curſe fall only where you laid it, 

Oed!;. Speak no more ! | 
For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous : we were curſing ; 

And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 

On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. 

Fec. Are then my Bleflings turn'd into a Curſe? 
O Unkind Oedipus! My former Lord 
Thought me his Viokling : be thou like my Lajus. 

Oedi.What yet again ! thethird time haſt thou curs'd me 
"This Imprecation was for Lajus' Death, | | 
And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 

Foc. Horror ſeizes me ! | 

Oedip. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? prithee Love 
Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 

Foc. 'The more I look, the more I find of Lajus : 
His Speech, his Garb, his A&tion ; nay his Frown ; 
{For I have ſeen it;) but ne'er bent on me. 

Oedip. Are we lo like ? 

Foc. In all things but his Love. (ſpeak how well. 

Oedip. I love thee more : ſo well I love, Words cannot 
No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more 
'Fhan I my dear Zocaſta. 

Foc. I love you too 
The ſelf ſame way and when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Detence, 

And bade me not be angry : be not you: 
For I love Lajus till as Wives ſhou'd love : 
But you more tenderly ; as part of me : 


And when I have you in my Arms, methinks [* 


Il. 


10k 


OE vieVvs. 27 


T lull my Child aſleep. _ 

Oedip. Then we are bleſt : 
And all theſe Curſes {weep along the Skies 
Like empty Clouds; but drop not on our Heads. 

Foc. I have not joy'd an Hour ſince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries, and for private Fears ; 
But this bleſt Mceting has o'er-paid them ail. 
Good Fortune that comes ſeldom comes raore welcome. 
All I can wiſh for now, 1s your Conſent 
To make my Brother happy. 

Oedip. How ! Focafta ? 

Foc. By Marriage with his Neice, Exurydice ? 

Ocdip. Uncle and Neice! they are too near, my Lovez 
'Tis too like Inceſt : "Tis Offence to Kind : 


Had I not promis'd, were there no Adraftus, 


No choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry; ſpeak no more of it; 


: The Thought diſturbs me. 


Zoc. Heav'n can never bleſs 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon; 


| Remember he's my Brother. 


Ocdip. That's the Bar : 


And ſhe thy daughter : Nature would abhor 
| To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
| And like a Whirl-pool ſwallow her own Streams. 


7cc. Be not diſpleas'd ; II] move the fuit no more. 
Qedip. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt. Move we forward 


To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray 
- To waſhthe Guilt of Royal Blood away. [ Exeant omnee. 
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ACT 1H SCENE_L 


SCENE Az open Gallery. A Royal Bed-Chams« 
ber being ſuppos*d behind. 


E, 


The. T:me, Night. Thunder, &Cc. 


Enter Hzmon, Alcander and Pyracmon. 


Hzm. CURE 'tis the End of all things ! Fate has torn 
'The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 
Fhe ghaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 
Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds ? By Fowve, they ſeem to me 
The World's laſt Grones; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 
Are its laſt Blaze ! "The Tapers of the Gods, 
"The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes ; 
'The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Gelhes, 
And Chaos is at Hand. 
Pyr. "Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 
But ſuch as ne'er muſt wake. All crowd about 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King; who, from the Batilement, 
By the red Lightning's glare, deſcry'd afar, 
Atones the angry Powers. [Thunder, &C. 
Hem. Ha! Pyracmon, look ; | 
Behold, Alcander, from yon" Weſt of Heav'n, 
'Fhe perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 
A Sceptre bright with Gems in each right Hand, 
Their lowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 
Diſtinaly yonder 1n that point they ſtand, 
fuſt Welt; a bloody red tains all the Place: 
And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
Pr. Cluſters of Golden Stars hang o'cr their Heads, * 
i 8 And 
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And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon 'em 
All dart at once their baleful Influence 
In leaking Fire. | 
Alc. Long bearded Comets ſtick, 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts, 
Hzm. But ſec ! the King, and Queen, and all the Court! 
Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this ? 
[Thunders again. The Scene draws, and diſcobers 
the Prodigies. | ; 
Enter Oedipus, Jocalia, Eurydice, Adraſtus, and a!! | 
coming forward with Amazement. | 
Oedip. Aniwer, you Pow'rs Divine; ſpare all this Noiſe, 
This rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Picafure. | 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? | 
* Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 4 
_ Burtt forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars ? 
| Ha! my Focaſ/ta, look ! the Siiver Moon ! | 
- A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face ! 
| She's all o'er Blood ! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns, ſhe journeys on ? 
A vaſt Echpſe darkens the labouring Planet: 
- Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War ; 
. Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
- And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. 
 Aar. *'Tis vain; you ſee the Prodigies continue ; 
| Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humourous. 
Oedip. Forbear, raſh Man — Once more I ask your 
Pleaſure ! | 
. If that the Glow-worm light of humane Reaſon 
: Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rolls the Sea ? 
Why thoſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth ? 
Why you” Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? 
Alas! is all this but to fright the Dwarfs 
Which your own Hands have made? Then be it fo. 
Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation | 
1, #& murder'd Lajus; hear me, hear me, Gods ! 
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Hear me thus proſtrate: Spare this groning Land, 
Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death ; 
Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſeyereit Anger, 

Shoot all at once, and ftrike me to the Center, 


The Ctsud draws that weil'd the Heads of the Figures in 
the Sky, and ſhewvs 'em Crown'd, with the Names of 
Oedipus and Jocaſta written above in great Charac- 
ters of Gold. | 


Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away ; 
Or juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, 
I fee, I read diſtinly in large Gold, 
Oedipus and Focafta. 

Alc. I read the ſame. | 

Aar. "Tis wonderful ; yet ought not Man to wade 
'Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. 

SEP [Thunder _ the Prodigies vaniſh, 
oc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why ou now, 

wit the "hols Heav'n ug clear, as { the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made? will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People; who devour each word 


| You breathe ? 


Ocdip. It ſhall be fo. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee! 
Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more content 
Than e'er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O TJocaſia ! 
By all the Endearments of miraculous Love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft have made us wonder ; here I ſwear 
On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaft I ſwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 
Fec. "Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Lajus, frees the Land : 
Were you, Which is impotlible, the Man, 


Perhaps 
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Perkaps my Poniard firſt ſhou]d drink your Blood ; 
But you arc innocent, as your 7oca//a, 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To fave your Life, which you unjuſt would lofe: 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt Thought, 
'T'he horrid Agony you caft me in, 
When you reioly'd to die. 

Oedip. 1s't poſſible ? 

Tec. Alas! why fart you fo? Her ſtift*'ning Grief, 
W ho ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine: Methinks I ſhould have made 
Aly Boſom bare againſt the armed God, 


| To fave my Oedipus ! 


Oedip. 1 pray, no more. 
7ec. You've filenc'd tne, my Lord. 
Oedip. Pardon me, dear 7ocaſta; 


Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Sufferings, 

: And can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and Murmurs : 

- Yetto reſtore my Peace, I'll find him out. 

: Yes, yes, you Gods ! you ſhall have ample Vengeance 
* On Lajus Murderer. O, the "Traitor's Name ! 

+ TI] know't, I will; Art ſhall be conjur'd for it, 


And Nature all anravel'd. 
Foc. Sacred Sir — | [him, 
Oedip. Rage will have way, and *tis but juſt; Þ1l fetch 


- Tho' lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing, 

Tho! Rocks ſhould hide him : Nay, he ſhall be dragg'd 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 

_ His Ghoſt ſhall be, by fage Tiras Pow'r, 

 (Tirefias, that Rules all beneath the Moon) 

: Confin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 

- And then be plung'd in his firſt Fires again, 


Enter Creon. 
Cre. My Lord, 


 Tirefias attends your Pleaſure, 


Oedip. Haſte, and bring him in, 
O, my Focaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
Crean, and all ye, Tebans, now the End 


Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 


B 4 Draws 
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Draws on: This Battle of the Heay'ns and Farth 

Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to peace. 

Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff led by his Daughtes 
| Manto, fellow d by other Thebans. 

O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 

Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 

Opens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 

"To mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council ; 

C Prophet, aniwer me, declare aloud 

The Traitor who conſpir'd the Death of Lajus : 

Or te they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes 

Tir, We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us 

"Fo tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, I'll unfold, 

If that the God would wake; I feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 

"That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind ; 

"The routed God, as all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ftarts and dilates himſelf ; 

Fe firvuggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 

My rived Skin, 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire ; 

I ſhall be young again: ants, my Daughter, 

"Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Bard 

Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 

With lifted Prongs, to litten to thy Airs: 


© Charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 


Lnll him with tuncful Notes, and artful Strings, 
With pow'rtul Strains; Marto, my lovely Child, 


Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild. 


APD 2/4 | 
FUE IN 


SONG 


ICS IC pa wy o_ A 


OE Di1irvs. 33 


SONG to APOLLO. 


- > HEcebus, God below'd by Mer; 
; At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouſed in his Den; 
: At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy Abſence complain, 
© And we die, all die till the Morning comes again, 
I Phoebus, God below'd by Men ! 
Tal of the Eaſtern Kings, 
Awful as the God who flings. 
His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings; 
God of Songs, and Orphean Strings, 
Who to this mortal Boſom brings, 
All harmonious heav'nly things ! 
| Thy drowſy Prophet to revive, 
Ten thuuſand thouſand Forms before him drive: 
With Chariets and Horſes all d' fire awvake him, 
: Convulfions, and Furies, and Prophefies ſhake him: 
Let him tell it in Grones, tho" he bend with the Load, 
The" he burſt with the weight of the terrible Gad, 


* Tir. The Wretch, who ſhed the Blood of old Labdacidcz, 
: Lives, and is great; 
\- But cruel Greatneſs neer was long : 
\ © The firſt of Lajus Blood his Life did ſeize, 
: And urg'd his Fate, | 
| Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong. 
"The Wretch, who Lajus kill'd, muſt bled-or fly ; 
- Or Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in Ruins lie. 
'  Ocaip. The firſt of Zajus Blood ! pronounce the Perſons 
May the God rore from thy prophetick Mouth, | 
| That even the dead may {tart up, to behold : 
Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, 
For by the Stars he dies: 
»peak, I command thee ; 
By Phoebus, ſpeak; for ſudden Death's his Doom : 
| tap ſhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot ; 
His Name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak, 
| B 5 We. 


That guards this oor, preſerye thee from my Rage. 


34 OE views. 
Tir. *Tis loſt, 


Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance ; 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 


. Ocdip. Fetch it trom thence ; I'll have't, where-e'er it be. | 
Cre. Let me intreat you, facred Sir, be calm, | 
And Crev ſhall point out the great Offender. 
"Tis true, reſpe& of Nature might injoin 
Me Silence, at another time; but, oh, 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal Love! _ 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: Yet Thebes, my 
Country ——— | 
F'II break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor City ! 
©, 1 muſt ſpeak. 
Oedip. Speak then, if ought thou know'ft : 
As much thou ſeem'it to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty, ! O. illuſtrious Royal Maid ! 
To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſach modeſt,. chaſte and pure Aﬀection, | 
'The coldeft Nymph might read *em without bluſhing 3 
Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Lajus ? 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee! O my Tears! 
Why wyl you fall in fo abhorr'd a Caule ? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deſtroy'd- 
"Thy Father (O monſtrous Aa!) both Gods. | 
And Men at once take notice. | 
Oedip. Eurydice! | 
Eur. 'Traitor, go on;. I ſcorn thy little Malice, 
Ard knowing more my perfe& Innocence, 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thes;. 
Who art their Oppoſite, and form'd a Liar, | 
T thus difdain thee ! Thou once didſt talk of Love ;. 
Becanſe I hate thy Love, 
Thou doſt accuſe me. 
Aar. Villain, inglorious Villain, 
And Traitor, doubly damn'd, who durſt-blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brighteſt Beauty ;. 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Majelty, 


TDraws and wounds hit. 


Oedit: 
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Oe4ip. Diſarm *em both : Prince, I ſhall make you know 
That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him, 
. Aar. Sir, | EE 
I muſt acknowlege in another Cauſe 
- Repentance might abaſh me; but I glory 
* In this, but ſmile to ſee the 'Traitor's Blood. 
Ocdip. Creon, you ſhall be fſatisfy'd at full. 
* Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir ; but I appeal 
» To wiſe Trrc/ias, if my Accuſation 
= Be not moſt true, The firit of Lajus Blood 
* Gave him his Death. Is there a Prince before her? 
* Then ſhe is Faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. 
: And may this Blood neer ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
- If Pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 
: To ſhew the Cure which Heav'n it ſelf prefcrib'd. 
* Eur. Yes, Thebans, I will die to ſave your Lives, 
: More willingly than you can with my Fate ; 
* But let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man, 
* Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall by him, 
© By the vile Breath of that rodigious Villain, 
: Would fink my Soul, tho' I ſhould die a Martyr. 
: Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 
: See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to kneel; 
: Touch not Eurydice, by all the Gods, 
As you would fave your Thebes, but take my Life: _ 
For, ſhould ſhe periſh, Heay'n would hcap Plagues on + 
Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bolts [ Piagues, 
:Upon your guilty Heads. = 
2 Cre. You turn to Galantry, what is but Jullice : 
PWroof will be caly made. Adrofius was 
ZThe Robber who bereft th' unhappy King 
2Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
lo make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in-law : 
{Cherefore *twere fit that both ſtould periſt., 
2 1 Theb. Both, lct both die. 
Al! Theb. Both, both ; let 'em die. . Fhere, 
* Oegip. Hence, you witd Herd ! For vour Ring jcader 
He ſhall be made Example. 17:7mon, take link 
7 1 Theb. Mercy, O Mercy. 
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Oedip. Mutiny in my Preſence! 

Hence, let me ſee that buſy Face no more. [Rage? 

Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk with 
Enough of guilty Death's already ated : | 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Eurydice, 

With Prince Adraſtus; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fates in doubt. 

Ocdip. Therefore inſtru us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer ; for I feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon -me, and I figh to be at reſt. 

Tir. Since that the Pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtick Deed, Tll to the Grove of Furies ; 
"There I can force th* Infernal Gods to ſhew _ 
Their horrid Forms ; Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their grizly King without a Waiter. 

For Prince Adrafius and Eurydice, 

My Life's engag'd, I'll guard 'em in the Fane, 
*T'ill the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 

Follow me, Princes ; Thebans, all to reft. 

O, Ocditus, to morrow but no more. 

If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 

Indulge hy Brain this Night with ſofter ci Gu 
To Morrow, O to Morrow ! ſleep, my Son; 
And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 


[Ex. Tir. Adr, Eur. Man. and Theb. 


HManeni Oedipus, Jocaſta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hzmon, 
_ «nd Alcander. 


Oedip. To Bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Focafia. 
After the Toils of War, 'tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One moment «Thought, | 
And I'll approach the Arms of my belov'd. 

Foc. Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and ſigh my Vows: 
'This, and no more, my Lord, is all the Paſſion | 
Of languiſhing Tocaſta. [Extit, 

Ocdip. Thou tofteit, ſweeteſt of theWorld ! good Night. 3 
Nay, ſhe 1s beautous too; yet, mighty Love ! 
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[ 1 never offer'd to obey thy Laws, 

” But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me ; | 
An unknown Hand ſtill check'd my forward Joy, ; 

Daſh'd me with bluſhes, tho' no Light was near: | 

That ev'n the Af became a Violation. | 
Pr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. [call me? 
©-4ip. Hark? who was that? Ha! Creon, did'ſt thou | 
Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. [Voice | 
Oedip. That's ſtrange ! methought I heard a doleful . 

© Cry { Oedipus -—— The Prophet bade me ſleep. 

He talk'd of Dreams, and Viſions, and to morrow ! 

* I'll muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 

: My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; 

- And with thoſe Thoughts [I'll reſt: Creor, good Night. 

| [Ex. with Hem, 

* Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes up, Sir, eternal Sleep. 

* But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 

> Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 

: And Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air: 

> From Precipices hurl him headlong down ; 

2 Charybdis rore, and death be ſet before him. 

: Alc. Your Curſes have already tak'n Effe& ; 

© For he looks very fad. 

Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for everz 

: His Eye-balls never move, Brows be unbent, 

2? His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 

> | Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 

: Pyr. No more: You tear your ſelf, but vex not him; 

a. | Methinks 'twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 

2 While blind Tirefas conjures up the Fiends, 

2 And paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 

2 Alc. Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if all fail, 

2 Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad? 

* Raviſh, and leave her dead, with her Adraſtus. 

2 Cre. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 

: For ſuch another thought. Luſt, and Revenge ! 

xit. To ſtab at once the only Man I hate, 

ght. And to enjoy the Woman whom I love! 

1 ask n6 more of auſpictous Stars, © '7- + 
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The reſt as Fortune pleafe ; ſo but this Night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 
Enter Hzmon. 

Hem. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt ; 
Yet, ere he ſlept, commanded me to clear 
The Antichambers : none muſt dare be near him. 

Cre. Hzmon, you do your Duty ; —— [Thtinder. 
And we obey. — The Night grows yet more dreadful ! 
'Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions ; 

The Gods are angry: but to Morrow's dawn, 

If Prophets do not lie, will make all clear. [4 they go off. 
Oedipus Enters, walking afleep in his Shirt, qvith a 
7, Fate in his right Hand, and aTaper in his left. 

Oedip. O, m Focaſla 7 *tis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground ;. 
For this he bears the Storms | 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: 

To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd; 

That I could hold thee ever ! — Ha ! where art thou? 
What means this melangholy Light, that ſeems 

The Gloom of glowing. Embers ? 

'The Curtain's drawn ; and ſee, ſhe's here again ! 
Jae? Ha ! what, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? 

ow! fares my Love? this Taper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, 'I'tunder 
Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 

And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous Heart. 

By all the Gods! my Mother Merope / 

My Sword, a Dagger; Ha; who waits there? Sleves, 
My Sword: what, Hon, dar'it thou, Villain, ſtop me? 
With thy own Poniard periſh. Ha! who's this? 

Or is't a change of Death ? By all my Honours, 

New murder; thou haſt ſlain old Pclybus - 

Inceſt and Paricide, thy Father's murder d! 

Out thou infernal Flame: now all is dark, 

All blind and diſmal, moſt triumphant Miſchief! 
And now while thus f bras about the Room, 

I challenge Fate to find anothor Wretch 


Like Ocdipus ! [Thunder, &c. 


Enter 


"7 
7 
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Enter Jocaſta attended, with Lights, in a Night-gpown. 
Oedip. Night, Horror, Death, Confufton, Hell, and 
Where am | ? O, Focaſta, let me hold thee, [Puries 1 
Thus to my Botom, Ages let me graſp thee : | 
All that the hardeft temper'd weather'd Fleſh, 


' With fterceit humane Spirit in{pir'd, can dare 


Or do, I dare; but oh you Pow'rs, this was 


* By inknite degrees too much for Man. 
 Metkinks my deafen & Ears | 

Are burſt; my Eyes, as if they had been knock'& 
- By ſome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire : 


| That fleep ſhould do this ! 


Foc. "Then my Fears were true. 
Methought I heard your Voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 


Fight with the Waves; now, in a. ſtill ſmall tone 
\ Your dying Accents fell, as racking Shps, 
- Afﬀter the dreadful Yell, fink murmuring down, 


And bubble up a Noiſe. 
Oedip. Truſt me, thou Faireſt, beft of all thy Kind, 


None e&er in Dreams was tortur'd fo before. 


Yet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my Temper, 
- Ev'n far beyond the killing of my Father, 

And my own Death, 1s, that this hornid fleep 
 Daſt'd my fick Fancy with an a. of Incelt: 


And of an Inclination ſo ignoble, 


| I dreamt, Focafta, that thou wert my Mother 
- Which, t::o' impoſſible, ſo damps my Spints, 

- That I cou'd do a. Miſchief on my elf, 

Leſt I ſhould ſleep and dream the like again. 


Joc. O Oedipus, too well I underitand you 


| ] Know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thebes, . 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, 
- Ard thouſand other Labours of the State, 


| Are all referr'd to you, and ought to take you 
\ For ever from Tocaſta. 


O-dip. Life of my Life, and.Treaſure of my Soul, 


| Heav'n knows I love thee. 


Zac. O, you think me vile, 


"That 
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That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever, 
Be witneſs, Gods and ſtrike Focaſta dead, 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire 
Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted. 
Oedip. O riſe, and add not, by thy cruel Kindneſs, 
| A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments. 
i 'Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg'd ; but by thy ſelf, 
| 'T he greateſt Cath, I ſwear, they are moſt true: 
But, be they what they will, I here diſmiſs 'em; 
Begone, Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds, 
! Is there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
| The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
q Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophet's Art. 
# Yet what avails? he, and the Gods together, 
4 | Seem like Phyſicians at a loſs to help us: 
| T herefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
| We'll ſnatch the firongeſt Cordial of our Love; 
[ 'To Bed, my Fair. | 
Ghoſt within. Oedipus! 
Oedip. Ha! who calls? 
Did'ſ thou not hear a Voice? 
Foc. Alas! I did. 
Ghoſt. Tocaſta ! | 
| Foc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport me! 
L | Oedip. Call louder, till you burſt your Airy Forms 3 
F Reſt on my Hand. Thus, arm'd with Innocence, 
'F I'll face theſe babling Demons of the Air. 
V8 In ſpite of Ghoſts, I'll on, _ 
| 'Tho' round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms ; 
| | T'll break 'em, with Jocafia in my Arms : 
aj Claſp'd in the folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom; 
And a& my Joys, tho' Thunder ſhake the Room. 
| [Excunt, 
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SCENE &@ dark Grove. 


Enter Creon, and Diocles. 


| Fre. 'F: I'S better not to be, than be unhappy. 


us, 


"Cou'd I but breathe my ſelf into Adrafius 


Dioc. What mean you by theſe Words ? 


; Cre. Tis better not to be than to be Creor. 


| thinking Soul is Puniſhment enough; 


3 Zut when 'tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
Then every Thought draws Blood. 


* Dioc. You are not wretched. 


2 Cre. T am: my Souls ill-married to my Body. 


I wou'd be young, be handſom, be belov'd : 


2 Diec. You rave; call home your Thoughts. 
2 Cre. I prithee let my Soul take Air awhile ; 


| Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a King ; 
Fhen I had kill'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battle ; 
And had my Rival Pris'ner ; brave, brave AQtions : 


Why have not I done theſe ? 

+ Driac. Your Fortune hinder'd. | 

2 Cre. There's it: I have a Soul to do *em all : 

But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young handſom Fools: Body and Brawn 
Jo all her Work : Hercules was a Fool, 

Md ſtraight grew famous: a mad boiſtrous Fool, 
ay worle, a Woman's Fool. 

ol is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 


3Dioc. A Serpent neer becomes a flying Dragon, 
ll he has eat a Serpent. | 


Cre. Goes it there ! 


vnderſtand thee ; I muſt kill Adro/tus, 


T Dice! 
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Disc. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 
Euryaice and he are Pris'ners here, 
But will not long be fo : this Tell-tale Gho& 
Perhaps will clear *em both, 

Cre. Well, *tis reſolv'd. 

Dizc. 'The Princeſs walks this Way ; 
You muſt not meet her, 
"Tull this be done. 

Cre. I muit. 

Dioc. She hates your Sight : 
And more ſince you accus'd her. 

Cre. Urye it not. ; 
I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſign ; 
For ſhe's tood near, | 

Enter Eurydice. 

How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ'd ! 

Eur. On Death, and thee. : 

Cre. Then were they not well ſorted ; Life atid wp 
Had been the better Match. 

Eur. No, I was thinking | 
On two the moſt deteſted Rings in Nature : | 
And they are Death and thee. 7 IS | 

Cre. 'Thethought of Death toone near Death is dread- | 
O 'tis a fearful thing to be no more. (ful, | 
Or if to be, to wander after Death ; | 
To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day z _ 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 
That lead to Graves: and in the filent Vault, _ 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps 3 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifelefs Lips : p 3 
Then, like a lone benighted Traveller _ > 4 
Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſwer'd | 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſhake | 
Your tender Form to Atoms. Ng 

Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being ? and thus wander! 
No. Quiet after Death! "2: Wo 

wy 
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Cre. None : you muſt leave 


* This beauteous Body ; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 
* Muſt be no more the Obje& of Delire, 


.- But a cold Lump of Clay ; 


* Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
- And loath its former Lodging. 
- This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 


| i Ev'n to the beſt. 


' FEuvr. What then ſhall be thy Lot! 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur : 


© Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of Frofts ; 
© And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, - 


' To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh ; 


| | This for Eurydice ; theſe for her Adraſius. 


Diac. For her Adraftus ! 
Eur. Yes; for her Adraſtus: 


* For Death ſhalLne'er divide us: Death, what's Death 


Cre. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
Eur. But I more fear Creon: 
: To take that hunch-back'd Monſter in my Arms, 
 TÞ excreſcence of a Man. 
' Divc. to Cre. See what what you've gain'd. 
' Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the Bad; 
To Innocence, 'tis like a Bug-bear dreſs'd 
To frighten Children ; pull but off his Mask 
And he'll appear a Friend. 
Cre. You talk too ſlig 
Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better. 
' Eur. You beſt can tell the News of your own Country; 
 Dizec. Nay now you are too Y 
 £#ur. Can I be fo to one who has accus'd me 
Of Murder and of Paricide? | 
- Cre. You provok'd me: 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As next of Blood to Lajus, Be advis'd, 


And you may live. 

' Eur. The Means? 

. Cre. *'Tis. offer'd you. 

'The Fool Adraftus has accus'd himſelf. r. 5 
Ba ur 
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Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you ; if he does 'tis well : 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompenſe for Love! 
Cre. "Tis a Fool's juſt Reward : 
The wiſe can make a better uſe of Life : 
But tis the young Man's Pleaſure ; his Ambition : 
I grudge him not that Favour. 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his Equal ! 
Cre. Every where. 
Fine empty things, like him, 
'The Court ſwarms with 'em. _. 
Fine fighting things in Camps they are ſo common; 
Crows feed on nothing elſe: Plenty of Fools; 
A glut of 'em in Thotes. | 
And Fortune ſtill takes care they fhou'd be ſeen $ 
She places 'em aloft, o'th' topmoſt Spoke + 
Of all her Wheel : Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature ; her Vocation; if ſhe form | 
A Man, ſhe loſes by't, 'tis too expenſive ; 
*T would make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 
Eur. 'That is a Creon : O thou black DetraQor, 
Who {pitt'it thy Venom againſt Gods and Men ! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes : 
Thou who lov'it nothing but what nothing loves, 
And that's thy ſelf: who haſt conſpir'd againſt 
My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all; 
And only fit for thee. | 
But for Adraftus' Death, good Gods, his Death ! 
What Curſe ſhall I invent ? 
Diac. No more: he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. | Ns 
He who wou'd give his Life; give up his Fame, = 


Enter Adraſtus. 


If all the Excellence of Woman-kind | 
Were mine ; — No, 'tis too little all for him : 


Were I made up of cudlefs, endleſs Joys, — .> 


=O 


Adr, 


| 


, 
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 Aar. And fo thou art: 
* The Man who loves like me, 
 Wov'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Tlls, 
' Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Price: 
\ - Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour ; 
- 'Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhould throw away 3 
- But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel ; 
\ And Jaft it muſt be kept. | 

Cre. to Dioc. Work him be ſure 
To Rage, he's paſſionate ; 
Make him th' Aggreſlor. 
| Div. O falſe Love; falſe Honour. 

- Cre. Diſſembled both, and falle ! 

Adr. Dar'it thou ſay this to ae! 
* Cre. To You !why what are you, that I ſhould fear you ? 
: T am not Lajus : Hear me, Prince of Argos, 
| You give what's nothing, when you give your Honour ; 
\ *Tis gone; 'tis loſt in Battle. For your Love, 
* Vows made in Wine are not fo falſe as that : 
\ You kill'd her Father; you confeſs'd you did: 
 Amighty Argument to prove your Pathon to the Daughter, 
\ Aar. [ Afide.) Gods, mult I bear this Brand and not retort 

The Lye to his foul 'Throat ! 
© Direc. Baſely you kill'd him. 
' Aar. [ Afde.) ©, I burn inward : my Blood's all o' fire, 
 Alcides, when the poiſon'd Shirt fat cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague-fit to this my Fever. 
Yet for Eurydice, ev'n this I'll ſuffer, | 
To free my Love— Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, I m ſure, you cou'd not. 

Dioc. Nor alone. 
| Cre. You had your Fellow-thieves about you, Prince; 
\ They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 

Adr. | Afide.] Down iwelling Heart ! | 
*Tis for thy Princeſs all. -- O my Eaurydice! — [Tos her, 
' * Fur. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of ny Sex, 
As if I could not bear a ſhameful Death, 

Rather than ſee you burden'd with a Crime 


| | b 


As I think beſt: *T'is my obedient Canſcience. 


| (As dead thou ſhalt be, or be:yet- more baſe 
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Of which I know you free. 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Naturez 
Dare- you. defend: your Father's Murderer ? 
Eur. You know he kill'd him not. 
Cre. Let him fay fo. | 
Dioc. See, he ſtands mute. 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience, ev'n in wicked Men ? 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one No to clear himſelf | 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid A& | 
That &er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 
Adr. Ha ! Villain! 
Doc. Echo to him Groves : cry Villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider ! did I murder Lajas, | 
"Thus like a Villain? | 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words; | 
And ſay you kill'd him not. | 
Adr. Not like a Villain; prithee change me that 
For any other Lye. 
| Diac. No, Villain, Villain. 
Cre. You killd him not ! proclaim your Innocence, 
Accuſe-the Princeſs : So I knew 'twould be. | 
Adr. I thank thee, thou inftrut'ſt me: 
No matter how I killd him. 
Cre.. [ Afde:] Cool'd again. 
Eur. 'Thou,whoufurp'itthe facred name of Conſcience 
Did not thy own declare him innocent; 
'To me declare him fo? "The King ſhall know it. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, for I'll forſwear it. 
' Eur. What's now thy Conſcience ? 
Cre. *Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove, 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw oft, | 
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Adr. Infamous: Wretch ! 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the 11] Office 
'To ſavea Rival's Life ; when thou art dead, 


'Than thou think'it me, | 
| 


ce 


cc 
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+ By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own, — ) 
* Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
© She ſhall be mine: (ſhe is, if Vows were binding ;) 
* Mark me, the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 
' Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 
 Aadr. Thine, ſay'it thou, Monſter ; x 
| Shall my Love be thine ? 
'* O, I can bearno more! 
\ > Thy cunning Engines have with labour rais'd 
' My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
: To fall and paſh thee dead. 


| See here thy Nuptials; ſee thou raſh Ixion, [Draws, 


\ Thy promis'd Zune vaniſh'd in a Cloud ; 

' Andin her Room avenging Thunder rolls | 

\ Toblaſt thee thus — Come both. ——=—_ [Both draw; 

> Cre. "Tis whatI wiſh'd ! | 

Now ſee whoſe Arm can lanch the ſurer Bolt, 

And whoſe the better Fove ! ——— [ Fight, 

Eur. Help; Murder, help! 

* Enter Hzmon and Guards, run betwwixt them and beat 

3 | down their $awords. (ries, 
Hzm. Hold ; hold your impious Hands: I think the Fu- 

To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you : 


| © Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 


| You have profan'd with War. Nor 'Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice, 
All full of humane Souls ; that cleave their Barks 


To dance at Midnight by the Moon's pale Beams : 
At leafttwo hundred Years theſe reverend Shades 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
: Shed by the Prieſt's own Hand to Pro/erpine. 

.' Aar. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : I knew not 
* The Honours of the Place. 

Hem, Thou, Creon, didft. 

\ Not Oedipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 

. Durſt violate the Religion of theſe: Groves, 

: To touch one ſingle Hair : but muſt, unarm'd, 

- Parley as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 

| What moſt he long'd to kill. 


By| | | Cre. 
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Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own Defence. 
Adr. IT was provok'd 
Beyond Man's Patience: all Reproach could urge 
Was us'd to kindle one not apt to bear. _ 
Hem. "Tis Oedipus, not I muſt judge this AQ: 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire : 
Tirefias, anc. the Brother-hood of Prieſts, 
Approach the Place : None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th' accus'd, who by the Mouth of Lajus 


 Muit be abfolv'd or doom'd. 


Adr. 1] bear my Fortune. 

Eur. And I provoke my Trial. 

Hem. Tis at Hand. | 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervin crown'd, 
'T he Prieſts with Yew, a venerable Band ; 
We leave you to the Gods. 


[Ex. Hzemon with Creon and Diocles. | 
Enter Tireſias, led by Manto: The Prieſts follow ; all clot*& | 


in long black Habits. 
Tir. Approach, ye Lovers; 


 Il-fated Pair! whom, ſeeing not, I know: 


'This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were join'd : 

When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, 

And threaten'd both with Death : I fear, I fear. 
Euy. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 

Who can control the Malice of our Fate ? 

Are they all deaf? or have the Giants Heav'n ? 
Tir. 'The Gods are juſt. — | 

But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 

Reaſon ! alas, it does not know it ſelf ! 


Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Plummet, | 


Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of heav'nly juſtice. 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt ; | 
Since all things are by Fate. But purblind Man 
Sees but a part o'th' Chain ; the neareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poiſes all above. | 

Eur, Then we muſt die ! 


: 


Tir. 
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7ir. The Danger's imminent this Day. 
Adr. Why then there's one Day leſs for human Tlls : 
And who wou'd moan himſelf, for ſuffering that, 
Which in a Day muſt paſs? ſomething, or nothing — 
I ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Adraſftus; 
Penurious Heav'n, can't thou not add a Night - 
To our one Day ; give me a Night with her, 
And F Il give all the reſt. | 
Tir. She broke her Vow 
Firit made to Creor: but the time calls on: 


BY And Lajus' Death muſt now be made more p'ain; 


How loth I am to have recourle to Rites 


' So full of Horrour, that I once rcjoice 


| - I want the uſe of Sight. 


1 Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay. 
Tir. Chooſe the darkeſt part o'th* Grove ; 


L Sach as Ghoſts at Noon-day love, 
'- Diga Trench, and dig it nigh | 
| Where the Bones of Lajus lie, 


Altars rais'd of Turf or Stone, 


' Will tht Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
| Anſwer me, if this be done? 


AII Pr. *Tis done. 
Tir. Is the Sacrifice made ht ? 


Draw her backward to the Pit : 

: Draw Me-barren Heifer back; 

* > Barren let her be, and black. 

Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
And turn your Faces from the Sun; 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 


All Pr. *T1s done. 


| ; Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wine, 
To Mother Earth and Proſerpine: 


Mingle Milk into the Stream ; 


Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam ; 
| ed a Brand from Funeral Pile ; 


'ols 1t in to make *'em bo'l; 


irs [ 6G ; And 
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2. You that thruſt 'em off the Brim; 
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And turn your Faces from the Sun; 
Anſwer me, if all be done? 
AII Pr. All 1s done. 
[Peal of Thunder; and Flaſhes of Lightning ; 3 thin 
Groaning behw the Stage. 
Man. .O, what Laments are thoſe? [with Pain, 
Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth 
And heave it up: they pant and tick half way. 
The Stage wholly ren 
Man. And now a ſudden Darkneſs covers all, 
True genuine Night: Night added to the Groves ; ; 
'The " are blown full in the Face of Heav'n. 
Tir. Am I but half obey'd? Infernal Gods, 
Muſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your Voices, 
And let 'em have ſuch Sounds as Hell ne'er heard 
Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades, 


Mufick frf. Then Sing. 


1. Hear, ye fullen Pow/rs below: | 
Hear, ye Taskers of the Dead. » 
2. You that boiling Cauldrons blow, 
You that ſcum the molten Lead. 
g. You that pinch with Red-hot Tongs ; 
I. You that drive the trembling Hoſts 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, | 
With your Jparpen' da Prongs ; 


. You that plunge 'em when they Feyins + ; 
. Till they drown; 
Till they go 
On a.row 
 Dewn, down, down 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Fathom: laww, 
Chorus. Ti] they drown, &C. 
I. Mufick for a while 
Shall your Cares beguile : 
WM ondring how your Pains were eas 4 , 
2. And diſdaining te be pleas'd ; 


OI t 
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3. Till AleQto free the dead 


From their eternal Bands ; 


| Till the Snakes drop from her Head, 


I And Whip from out her Hand. 


1. Come away 


[4 Do not ſtay 
NY But obey 
4 While we play, 
Fl © For Hell"s broke up, and Ghoſts have Holy-day. 
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Chorus. Come away, &c. 
[A flaſh of Lightning: The Stage is made bright, 
and the Ghoſts are ſeen paſling betwixt the'T rees, 
1. Lajus! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 
: 1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
\ Tir. Hear and appear. 
* By the Fates that ſpun thy Thread ; 
: Cho. Which are three, 
' Tir. By the Fuaries fierce, and dread! 
> Cho. Which are three, 
© Tir. By the Tudges of the dead! 
| Cho. Which are three, 
Three times three ! 
Tir. By Hell's blue Flame : 
By-the Stygian Lake : 
And by Demogorgon's Name, 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
Hear and appear. | 
[The Ghoſt of Lajus riſes arm'd in lis Chariot as he | 
: was ſlain. And behind his Chariot, fit the three 
1 who were murder'd with him. 
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Ghoſt of Lajus. Why haſt thou drawn me from mv 
: To ſuffer worle above; to ſee the Day, [Pains below, 
: And Thebes more hated? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes, 

© For Pity ſend me back, where I may hide, 


| In willing Night, this ignominious Head : 

= In Hell I ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 

| They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as 1 fly: 

; Behold ev'n now they he my gor'd fide, 2 
_ n» 
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And chatter at my Wounds, 
Tir. I pity thec: 
"Tell but why Thebes 1s for thy Death accurſt, 
Ard I }I unbind the Charm. 
Gheft. O ſpare my Shame. 
ir. Are theſe two Innocent ? 
G/-/}. Of my Death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeak! 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. . 
The Gods forelaw it; and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 
And clotl'd with Fleih his pre-exiſting Soul. 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deltiny, 
"Took pity, and indu'd his new form'd Maſs 
With Temperance, Jullice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly Virtue: Bat in vain. 
For Fate, that {ent him hood-winkt to the World, 
Perform'd its work by his miſtaking Hands. 
Ask'ſt thou who murder'd me ? 'twas Oedipus : 
Who flains my Bcd with Inceſt? Oedipus : 
For whom then are you carſt, but Oedipus /! | 
He comes; the Paricide: I cannot bear him : 
My Wounds ake at him: Oh his murd'rous Breath 
Venoms my airy Subſtance ! hence with him, 
Baniſh him ; {weep him out ; the Plague he bears 
Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his Way with Ruin, | 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driv'n ; | 
Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him Heav'n.'! 
| [Ghoſt deſcendi., 
Enter Oedipus, Creon, Hemon, &c. 


| 


Oedip. What's this! methought ſome peltilential Bla 
Struck me juſt entring ; and feme unſeen Hand. q 
Struggled to puſh me backward ! tell me why 
My Hair ftands briſtling up, why my Fleſh trembles ! | 
You itare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 4 
And fome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove, 

Tir. What Omen faw'it thou entring ? 

Oedip. A young Sort, | 
*That bore his aged Parent on his Back; 
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Till weary with the weight, ſhe ſhook him off, 
Ez And peck'd out both his Eyes, 
> Aar. Oh, Oczdipus! 
> Fur. Oh, wretched Oedipus ! 
=  7J%r. O! Fatal King ! 
; : Oedip. What mean thee Exclamations on my Name? 
* I thank the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach me: 
' No: Idare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
| And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your Sight. 
2 Then wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 

* Theſe fix'd Regards, and filent Threats of Eyes: 
: A generous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence ; 
' And conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. 

Tir. Thou know'| not what thou ſay'lt. 
> Ocdip. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice: 
Thou ſhak'ft : Thy Soul's a Woman, Speak, Adraftu ; 
"And boldly as tliou met'it my Arms in fight ; 
 Dar'f thou not ſpeak ? why then 'us bad indeed: 
 Tirefias, thee I ſummen by thy Prieſthood, ; 
Tell me what News from Hell: Where Lajus pony 
And who's the guilty Head ! 
: Tir. Let me not anſwer, 
 Oedip. Be dumb then, and betray thy native Sil 
iT o farther Plagues. 

Tir. I dare not name him to thee. 
| Oedip. Dart thou converſe with Hell, and caſt 
3 thou fear | 


|| 
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An human Name ! 
ll Tir. Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
Would make thee more unhappy : Twill be found, 
Tho' I am filent. 
} Oedip. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 

And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by publick Ban 
: 1 hou haſt incurr'd. 
- Tir. O, if the Guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great: Know wretched Man, 
Lhou only, thou art ys thy own Curie 
alls heavy on thy (lf, 


C: 3.  Oeaip. 
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Oedip. Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeft : 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, es 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it: Hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 
But ſent it back to Light: And thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoie own black Seal has 'firm'd this horrid "Truth, 
Ocdifus murther'd Lajus. 
Ozdip. Rot the Tongue, 
And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lye, 
'Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul, 
Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. 
Ocdip. Who were my Parents ? 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 
Oedip. Why ſeek I Truth from thee? 
'The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſman's Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. 
O why has Prieſt-hood Privilege to lye, 
And yet to be believ'd ! — thy Age proteQts thee —— 
Tir. Thou canſt net kill me; 'tis not in thy Fate, 
And 'twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother ; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 
Oedip. Riddles, Riddles! | 
Tir. 'Th.cu ait thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 
Obticure Anigma, which when thou unty'lt, 
'Theu ſhait be found and loſt. 
Oedip. Tmpoſbible ! | 
Adraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a King, 
Whole Royal Word is ſacred, clear my Fame, 
Adr. Wou'd I cou'd ! | 
Oe4ip. Ha, wilt thou not : Can that P/ebeian Vice 
Of I.ying Mount to Kings! can they be tainted ! 
Thin I rith 1s loſt on Earth. 
Cre. 'The Cheat's too groſs: 
Adraſius is his Oracle, and he, 
'T he pious Juggler, but Adra//us Organ, 
Oeaip. 


: So old, and yet ſo wicked-——Lye for Gain ; 
| And Gain 1o ſhort as Age can promiſe thee ! 


7p. 


I The Malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz'd thee, 


: Exceeds thy pointed Hour; Remember Lajus : 
| No more ; if e'er we meet again, 'twill be 

- In mutual Darkneſs ; we ſhall feel before us 

| To reach each other's Hand; remember Lajus. 


: Murder and Inceſt! but to hear *em nam'd 

: My Soul ſtarts in me: 'The good Sentinel | 
* Stands to her Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
To Guard me from ſuch Crimes——Did IT kill Lajus ? 
: Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful Dream, 

'My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night ; 

{And brought me back to Bed ere Morning-wake. 

It cannot be even this remoteſt Way, 
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Oedip. Tis plain,the Prieſt's ſuborn'd to free the Pris'ner, 
Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. 

Ocdip. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely'd ? 
Eur. Hear me. 

Cre. She's brib'd to ſave her Lover's Life. 

Adr. If, Oedipus, thou think'ſt ——— 

Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. 

Adr. 'T hen hear theſe holy Men. 

Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts all brib'd, all Prieſts, 

Oedip. Adraſius I have found thee: 


Adr. If Envy and not Truth 
Oedip. I'll hear no more: Away with him. 
[Hezmon takes him off by force : Creon and Eurydice 


follow. 


To Tir.] Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! 


Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 


— [E>. Tireſias : Priefts follow. 
OEdipus /o/us. 
Remember Lajus ! that's the Burden till: _ 


But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now, 

And goad my Memory — Oh my Focaſta ! 

, Enter Jocaſta. 

' Foc. Why are you thus diſturb'd ? 

; Ozedip. Why, would'ſt thou think it ? 

| C 4 Ne 
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at ' No lefs than Murder. 
th Foc. Murder! what of Murder? | 
Ocdip. Is Murder then no more ? add Paricide, 
| [ And Inceſt ; bear not theſe a frighttul Sound ? 
4} Toc. Alas! 
1 Ocdip. How poor a Pity 1s Alas 
For two ſuch Crimes!—- was Lajus us'd to Iye! 
Foc. Oh no: 'The moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man—— 
J! One who abhoarr'd a Lye. | 
| O:dip. "Ihen he has got that Quality in Hell. 
1 He charges me — but why accuſe I lim ? 
| I did not hear him ſpeak it : They accuie me; 
| | 'The Prieſt, Jdraſtus and Eurydice, 
ii Tell me while I think on't, 
6 Has old T:reas praftis'd long this Trade ? 
JF: Foc. What Trade? 
| Oecip. Why, this foretelling Trade? 
Foc. For many Years. _. | 
O#dip. Has he before this Day accus'd me? 
Foc. Never. os 
Oca4ip. Have you ere this inquir'd, who did this Murder? 
Foc. Often; but till in vain, | 
Oedip. I am fatisfy'd. | 
Then *tis an Infant-lye ; but one Day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt; 
The Blood of Lajas was to murder Lajus : 
I'm not of Lajus's Blood, x 
Tec. Ev'n Oracles G 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg'd : 
{.ajus had one, which never was fulfill'd, 
Nor ever can be now ! 
Oedip. And what foretold it? 
Foc. That he ſhould have a Son by me, fore-doom'd 
?T he Murderer of his Father : True indced, 
£07 was born ; but to prevent that Crime, 
T he wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Por'd through his untry'd Feet, and bound with Cords, 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd : 
't ke Eing himſelf liv d many, many Years, 


Of murdering Lajus 


-———— 
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And found a different Fate; by Robbers murder'd, 
Where three Ways meet: Yet theſe are Oracles; 


And this the Faith we owe '%em. 
Oezdip. Say'ſt thou, Woman ? 


' By Heav'n thou haſt awaken'd ſomewhat in me, 


That ſhakes my very Soul ! ; 
Foc. What, new Ditfturbance ! [raid'ftir!) 
Oecdip. Methought thou ſaid't—(or do I dream thou 


: This Murder was on Lajus' Perſon done, 
> Where three Ways meet? 


Foc. So common Fame reports. 
Oedip. Would it had 1y'd. 
Foc. Why, good my Lord? 
Ozdip. No Queſtions : 


 *Tis buſy time with me; diſpatch mine firſt ; 
Say where, where was it done! 


Toc. Mean you the Murder ? 
Oedip.Could'it thou not anſwer without naming Murder? 
Joc. They ſay in Phocide; on the Verge that parts it 


\ From Daulia, and from Delphox, 
'  Oedip., So! — How long! when happen'd this ! 


'Zoc. Some little time before you came to Thebes, 
Oedip. What will the Gols do with me! 

Foc. What means that T aought ? | 

Ocdip. Something : Bat 'tis not yet your Turn to ask : 


, How old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, 
j His Action, and his Mien ? quick, quick, your An{wer— 


Foc. Big made he was, and tall : His Port was fierce, 


- Ere& his Countenance: Manly Majeity | 

- Sate in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 

- Commanding all he viewed : His Hair jutt grizled, 

: As in a green old Age: Bate but his Years, 

| You are his Pigure, [PiRure ? 


Ocdip. { Aſide ] Pray Heav'n he drew me not! am | his. 
Foc. $0 I have often to!d you. 
Oedip. True, you have 


| Add that to the reſt: How was the Kinz 
: Attended when he travell'd ? 
Foc. By tour Servants : 
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He went out privately, 
Oedip. Well counted full : 
One ſcap'd I hear; what ſince became of him? 
Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneel'd, and trembling begg'd I would diſmiſs him : 
He had my Leave ; and now he lives retir'd. 
Oedip. 'This Man mult be produc'd ; he muſt, Focafta, 
Foc. He thall—yet have I leave to ask you why ? 
Oedip. Yes, you ſhall know: For where ſhould I repole 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt ! 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth ; 
My Parents, Polybus and Merope, 
Two Royal Names; their only Child am I. 
It happen'd once; 'twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; 1 ſtung with this Reproach, 
Struck him: My Father heard of it: The Man 
Was made ask Pardon ; and the Buſineſs huſh'd. 
Foc. "Twas ſomewhat odd. 
Oedip. And ftrangely it perplext me, 
F ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. | 
He bade me ſeek no farther !—_—_——— 'Twas my Faie 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 
Foc. Vain, vain Oracles ! 
Oedip. But yet they frighted me; 
I lookt on Corinth as a Place accurit, 
Refoli'd my Dettiny ſhould wait in vain ; 
And never catch me there. 
Fec. Too nice a Fear. | 
Oedip. Suſpend your Thoughts ; and flatter not too foon, 
Juſt in the Place you nam'd, where three Ways meet, , 
And near that time, five Perſons I encounter'd ; 
One was too like, (Heaven grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajus: Inſolent 
And fierce they were, as Men who liv'd on Spoil, 
I judg'd 'em Robbers, and by Force repell'd 
The Force they us'd: In ſhort, four Men I flew: 
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' The fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, 


7 My Mercy gave it 


Bring me Comfort now, 
If I flew Lajzs, what can be more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me: 


From Corinth Fate. 


Foc. Perplex not thus your Mind ; 


5 My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, 
' So Phorbas ſaid: "This Band you chanc'd to meet ; 
 F And murder'd not my Lajus, but reveng'd him. 


j- And I ſhall live again 


Oedip. There'sall my Hope : Let Phortas tell me this, 


* To you, good Gods, I make my laſt Appeal; 
'- Or clear my Virtue, or my Crime reveal: 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 

And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 
- Impute my Errors to your own Decree ; 


\ My Hands are Guilty, but my Heart is free. [Ex. Ant, 


ACT IV. S$SCENEL 


Enter Pyracmon and Creon. 


 Þyr. Ome Buſineſs of Import that Triumph wears 


You ſeem to go with ; nor 1s it hard to guels 
: When you are pleas'd, by a malicious Joy : | 
: | rs red and hery Beams caſt through your Viage 


glowing Pleaſure. Sure yon {mile Revenge, 
And I could gladly hear. | 
* Cre. Would'ſt thon believe! 
'This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tire/ias 
'Has 'Thinder-ftruck with heavy Accuſation, | 
Tho? conſcious of no- inward Guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Focafta, fears himſelf, his Shadow ; 
He fears the Multitzude and, which is worth. _ 
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An Age of Laughter, out of all Mankind, 
He chooſes me to be his Orator : 


Swears that Adraſtus, and the lean-look'd Pr 
Are joint Con{pirators; and wiſh'd me to 
Appeale the raving Thebans; which I ſwore 
To co. 

Pyr. A dangerous Undertaking ; 
Directly oppotte to your own Intereſt. 

Cre. No, dull Pzracmon; when I left his Preſence, 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could imp 
My Flight, I gaia'd the midſt o'th' City ; 

There, flanding on a Pile of dead and dying, 
1] to the mad and lickly Multitude, 

With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out O Thebes, 
O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Orcdipas, 
This barbarous Stranger, this Uiurper, Monſter, 
Ix by the Oracle, the wile Tirr/ras, 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of thy Royal Lajus : 
Focaſia too, no longer now my Sitter, 
1s found Completter in the horrid Deed. 
Here Þ renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes, 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howl'd, 
And reai'd, and with a thouſand antick Mouths 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the Cry. 


Pyr. This cannot fail; I ſee you on the Thrones 
And Ocdipus cait out. 


Cre. 'Then ſtraight came on 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Croud, 
Whom he had wrought; I whiſper'd him to join, 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in 'em : 
So to the Palace I return'd, to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But fee, he enters. 


Enter Oedipus and Jocaſta, attended. 
Oedip. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of cught concerning what we have difſcover'd ? 


ophet, 
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Foc. He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that Aﬀair 


* Would give no Satisfa&tion to the King ; 

"Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd, as for Life, 

To bediſmiis'd from Court: He trembled too, 

* As if convullive Death had feiz'd upon him, 

And ſlammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r ſo wildly, 

That had he been the Murderer of Lajus, 

- Guiit and DiſtraQtion could not have thook him more, 


Oedip. By your Deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death. 


' Lay waſte our Thehes, ſome deed that ſhuns the Light 
* Begot thoſe fears: If thou reſpe&t'ſt my Peace, 


| Secure him, dear Focafta ; for my Genius 
| Shrinks at his Name. 


Foc. Rather let him go: 


| $o my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Without a Reaſon, 


Oedip. Hark, the Thebans come! 


* Therefore retire : And once more, if thou lov'ſt me, 
Let Phorhbas be retain'd. 


Foc. You ſhall, while I 
lave Life, be till obey'd: 


| In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft Endearments, 
' And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view ; 

| Your gloomy Eyes, ray Lord, betray a Deadneſs 
And inward Languiſhing: That Oracle 

| Fats like a ſubtil Worm its venom'd Way, 

| Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 

| Howe'er the beautcous Outſide ſhews ſo lovely. 


Oedip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's exceſs ! 


| All, all is well; retire, the Thebars come, [Ex, Joc. 


Ghoſt. Peahee / h 

Oedip. Ha! again that Scream of Woe ! 
Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 
It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
Calld from ſome vaulted Manſion, Oezdipus ! 
Or is it but the Work of Melancholy ? 
When the Sun ſets, Shadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible ; 
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So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 
Nature's worſt Vermin ſcare her Godlike Sons. 
Echoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves: 
Each Mole-hill Thought ſwells to a huge Ohmpas. 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an Imagination's weight ; 
As if, hike At/as, with theſe mortal Shoulders 
We could ſuſtain the Burden of the World. 
| [Creon comes forawarg. 

Cre. O, ſacred Sir, my Royal Lord | 

Oedip. What now ? 
Thou ſeem'f affrighted at ſome dreadful Adion, 
'Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fixt 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purſu'd : 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy Wonder 3 
Fear not, this Palace 1s a SanQtuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard. 

Cre. For me, alas, | [yours! 
My Life's not worth a 'Thought, when weigh'd with 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is ſacred, 

Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creex, 

Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 

You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruin, 
When I but offer d at your Innocence, 

'T hey gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 
And drove me through the Streets, with Imprecations 
Againſt your ſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traitors 

Which juſtify'd your Guilt: Which curs'd T:re/fas 
Told, as from Heay'n, was Cauſe of their Deſtruction. 

Oedip. Riſe, worthy Creon, haite and take our Guard, 
Rank 'em in equal Part upon the Square, 

Then open every Gate of this our Palace, | 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes. [Shout 
I hear 'em roar : Begone, and break down all 


[Ex. Creon with Guards, 
Enter 
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Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn, 
Adr. Your City 
\ Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deftruftion: 
' ] heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
* A thundring Shout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace; where's the cruel King ? 
: Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
' That have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
© And theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs ; 
© For, ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus, 
'] have obſerv'd in all his As ſuch Truth 
© And God-like Clearneſs; that to the laſt guſk 
- Of Blood and Spirits, Pll defend his Lite, 
And here have ſworn to periſh by his Side. 
 Oecdip. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, 
, [Embracing him, 
-'O what, what Recompenſe can Glory make? 
* Aar. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue. 
"But, hark! the Storm comes nearer. 
rs!Þ Ocdip. Let it come. 
ith Þ The force of Majeſty is never known 
But in a general Wrack : Then then is ſeen 
The Difference *twixt a "Threſhold and a Throne, 
| Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, 'Thebans. 
. | Ate. Where, where's this cruel King ? Thebans, behold 
'There ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Delolation 
Of this unhappy ſpeak ; ſhall I kill him? 
Dr ſhall he be caſt out to Baniſhment ? 
| AlL Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him, 
Oedip. Hence, you Barbarians, to your ſlaviſh Diſtance ; 
mn. x to the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he 
ard, Pho ſtirs, dares more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies, 
Vho dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 
Pay brave the Majeſty of 'Thundring Fowe. 
ShoutÞ1d I for this relieve you when befieg d 
y this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
nd to the very brink of Fate reduc'd ; 
ardsP'hen lean-jaw'd Famine made more Havock of you, 
nt | Than 


» 
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'T han does the Plague ? But I rejoyce I know you, 
Know the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own; 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. | 

Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a fad Repentance, 
A general Conſternation ſpread among 'em. 

Oedip. My Reign is at an end; yet ere I finiſh —— 
T'11 do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch, who, 1'th' midſt of Swords and Javelins, 
Dares a& as on his Throne encompaſt round 
With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you 
Arenobly born,therefore ſhall loſe your Head: [Se:zes him. 
Here, Hen, take him : but for this, and this, 
Let Cords diſpatch 'em. Hence, away with 'em. 

Tir. O ſacred Prince, pardon diftratted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe a&ts by Heaven's Award ; 
If that tl Infernal Spirits have declar'd 
'The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain : 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known ; 
If innocent, then let Tireſias die. [cander:; 

Ozdip. I take thee at thy Word. Run, haſte, and {ave 41. 
I ſwear the Prophet, or the King ſhall die. 
Be Witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath ; 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. 


Tir. T ſubmit. [Trumpets ſound, 


Ocdip. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 
Enter Hamon aw7th Alcander, &c. 

Hzxm. From your Native Country, 
Great Sir, the ſam'd Zen is arriv'd, 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father: 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Corrnth, 
And ſues for Audience. 

Oedip. Haſte, Hemon, fiy, and tell him that I burn. 
T' embrace him, 


Him. | 
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Hem. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds kim 

In private Conference ; but behold her here. 
Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, &c. 

7oc. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings! 
Henceforth be bleſt, ble as thou canit deſire, 
Sleep without Fears the blackeit Nights away ; 
| Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
S-cure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants Dreams. 

Oedip. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend ? 
And whither would this Rapture? 
to oc. O, I could rave, 

Pull! down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
| From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 
| That robb'd my Love of Reſt: if we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 5 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice ; 
' And not a Gray-beard forging Prieſt come near, 
\ To pry into the Bowels of the Vittim, 
"And with his Dotage mad the gaping World. 
| But ſee, the Oracle that IT will truit, 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men, 

Enter Xgeon, Kneels. 

Oedip. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Afgeon 
Ten thouſand welcomes, O, my Fofter-Father, 
| Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd ! 
' Welcome to me, | | HE 
As, to a ſinking Mariner, | 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore ! 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty Joy 
I; this thou bring'ſt, which fo tranſports Focafta ? 
' Foc. Peace, Peace, Agron, let Focaſia tell him !* 
O that 1 could for ever Charm, as now, 
My deareſt Oedipus: Thy Royal Father, 
Polvbus, King of Corinth, is no more. 

Oedip. Ha! can it be? AZgeon, anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Focafta's Traniport 
| May over-do. 

Age. Since in few Words, my Royal Lord, you _ 
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To know the Truth ; King Pojzbus is dead, 

Oedip. O all you Powers, is't poſlible? what, dead! 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at lait the Stars: 

Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſfaſſinates, or Poiſon ? ſpeak :. 
Or did he languiſh under ſome Diſeaſe? 

LEze. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blait he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn-Fruit that mellow'd long : 
Ev'n wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 

Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Years 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more: 

"Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Lite at laſt ſtood (till. 

Oedip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 

And {mother thy old Age in my Embraces. 

Yes Thebans, yes Focaſta, yes Adraftus, 

Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 

Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes; 

T'th' midſt of Tumult, Wars, and Peſtilence, 

I will rejoice for Pofbxs his Death. 

Know, be it known to the limits of the World 3 

Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 

'The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike 'em deaf 

With everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy. 

Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune ! what is all this World? 
__ Now, Dotard; now, thou blind old wizard Pre- 

et, | 

Where wes your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now 3 

Your Birds of Knowledge, that, in dusky Air, 

Chatter Futurity ; and where are now 

Your Oracles, that call'd me Paricide ? 

Is he not dead ? deep laid in's Monument ? 

And was not I in Thebes when Fate attack'd him ? 

Avant, begore, you Vizors of the Gods! 

Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; | 

But, as I am, I've Reaſon to rejoice: 

And will, tho' his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 

O, for his Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 


Rocks, | 
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| Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting 7's ring : 
I, Focaſta, lo pran ling. 


Tir. Who would not now conclude a happy End? 
But all Fate's turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Zge. Your noel Mother Merope, as if 

© She had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land, 

© Waves all the neighb'ring Princes that adore her. [ſpeak. 
© . Oedip. Waves all the Princes ! poor Heart ! for what? O 
> Fe. She, tho' in full-blown Flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Ape: _ 
' And, for your ſake, has {worn to die unmarry'd. 

' Ocdip. How! for my ſake, die, and not marry ! Q, 
| My Fit returns. 

 DFJEge. This Diamond, with a thouſand Kiſles bleſt, 

- With thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, 

She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 

- Of our Corinthian Lords. 

' Oedip. There's Magick in it, take it from my Sights 
- There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 

- Hot flaſhing Luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt : 

Take it from theſe ſick Eyes; Oh hide it from me. 

' No, my Focaſta, tho' Thebes caſt me out, 

: While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return! 

-O, rather Jet me walk round the wide World 

A Beggar, than accept a Diadem _ 

On ſuch abhorr'd Conditions. 

© Foc. You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſs, 
Py theſe extravagant and needleſs Fears. [rather 
 Ocdip. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! By Heav'n I'd 
 Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable A& 
Of damn'd Iaceſt : therefore no more of her. 
- FEge. And why, O ſacred Sir, if Subje&ts may 
'Preſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, 
Why ſhould the Chaſte and Spotleſs Merope 
-Infuſe ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to Name? 


 Ocdip. Becauſe the God of De/phos did forewarn me, 
With Thundring Oracles. 
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AZEze. May I intreat to know 'em? 
Oedip. Yes, my Zen ; but the {ad Remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul : ſee then the ſwelling Prici ! 
Methinks I have his Image now in View; 
He mounts the Trip5s in a Minate's ſpace, 
Liis clouded Head knocls at the 'Temple roof, 
While from his Mouth ; " 
"Theſe difmal Words are heard : [Blood to ſpill, 
« Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 
« And with prepol'rous Births, thy Mother's Womb to 
ZEge. Is this the Cauſe [ till. 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth ? 
Oedip. The Caule! why, is it not a monſtrous one ? 
Zze. Great Sir, you may return ; and tho' you ſhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) 
The A& would prove no Inceſt. 
Ocdip. How, Ageon ? : 
Tho' I enjoy'd my Mother, .not inceſtuous ! 
'Thou rav'it, and ſo do I; and theſe all catch 
My madneſs; look, they're dead with deep Diftrattion : 
Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my Mother ? 
i ge. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother, 
Oedip. Ha! did I hear the night? not Merepe 
My Mother ! 
£Ege. Nor was Polybus your Father. 
Oedip. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now be ſpent 
Tn curious Search, to find out thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World ; ſpeak then Zgeor, 
By all the Gods Celeftial and Infernal, 
By all the tyes of Nature, Blood, and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 
A Point or ſmalleſt Grain of what thou know'ſt;. 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts direQly. 
I F Royal Pofbus was not my Father, 
Why was I call'd his Son ? 
£ge. He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coftly Mantles 


Upon 


———— 
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Upon its Infant Heir. 
Oedip. But was I made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 
Becauſe Zgeon's Hands preſented me? 
Age. By my Advice. 
Being palt all hope of Children, | 
He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 
Ocdip. Perhaps I then am yours, inftru& me, Sirz 
> Tf it be fo, Fl kneel and weep before you, 
* With a!l the Obedience of a penitent Child, 
 Imploring Pardon. 
Kill me if you pleaſe, | 
I will not writhe my Body at the Wound : 
But fink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 
And ask Forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 
© ie. O rite, and call not to this aged Cheek 
 Thelittle Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart ; 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be. bleſt 
With ſuch a God-like Offspring. Sar, I found you 
' Upon the Mount Cithzro:z. 
Oedip. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great FFhings you utter, and 1s calm : 
The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
\ Seem to ſtand till, as if that Jowe were talking. 
 Citheron ! ſpeak, the Vailey of Citheron ! 
* Lge. Ofttimes before I thither did reſort, 
'f  Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 
| Wholed a rural Life, and had Command 
 Ofer all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks ; in this Man's Arms 
I ſaw you ſmiling at_.a fatal Dagger. 
Whoſe Point he often offer'd at your 'Throat; 
| But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back, 
- Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again ; 
+ Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 
| And ery'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death. 
Then I ruſh'd in, and, after ſome Ditcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life ; 
And I, the welcome Care to Pohybas. 
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Oedip. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherq; 
ge. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot : 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 

I well remember. 

Oedip. And is your Friend alive ? for if he be, 
T'll buy his Preſence, tho' it coſt my Crown. 

L£ge. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives or not; and who has now 
His Place. 

Foc. Winds, bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 

Where print of human Feet was never ſeen, 
O'er-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, Þ 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellying Clouds; 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 

For Horrors that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

Oedip. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak ; Concealment ſhall be ſudden Death ; 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have Reward 
Beyond Ambition's Luſt. 
Tir. His Name is Phorbas : 
Focaſia knows him well; but if I may 
Adviſe, reft where you are, and ſeek no farther. 

Ozdip. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur'd 
By my Focaſta. Haſte. and bring him forth ; 

My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha ? what mean 


Theſe Tears, and Groans, and Strugglings? ſpeak, mjF 


Fair, 
What are thy 'Troubles ? 

Foc. Yours ; and yours are mine : | 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. ; 

Oedip. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, I'll know my Birth, tho' Death 
Attends the Search: I have already paſt 
'The middle of the Stream; and to return 
Seems greater Labour than to venture o'er : 
'Therefore produce him. 

Foc. Once more, by the Gods, 


Ns 
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My Love, my all, my only utmoſt Hope, 
I beg you, baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods, 
I kneel, that you may grant this firlt Requeſt. 
Deny me all Things elſe ; but, for my ſake, 
And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, | 
Never let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 
| Ocraip. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
 'Thy' his dread Eyes were Bafilishs. Guards, haſte, 
* Search the Queen's Lodgings ; find, and force him hither, 


[Exeunt Guards. 
Foc. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 
And ſtop their Entrance, ere it be too late : 
Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Focafta rent 
With Furies, ſlain out-right with meer DiſtraQion, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas, 
Forbear this Search, [I'll think you more than mortal : 
Will you yet hear me? 
| __ Ocdip, Tempelſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho' Rocks their baſis keep. — 
But fee, they Enter. If thou truly lov'it me, 
Either forbear this Subje&, or retire. 


71 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Phorbas, 


nk Foc- Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
ſp. A Story, that ſhall turn thee into Stone. 
= Could there be hewn a monſt'rous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw madethro' the Center, by ſome God, 
 'Through which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy 
z Ears, 
{ They would not wound thee, as this Story will. 
Hark, hark ! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
* TFocafta: Yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 
: Where firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 
And doubledye it with imperial Crimſon; 
| Tear off this curling Hair, 
| Be gorg'd with Fire, itab every vital Part, 
And, whenat laſt I'm ſlain, to crown the Horrour, 


: My poor*tormened Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground. 
vu 
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\ For much helov'd 'em: Oft I entertain'd | 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. 


| Ocdtp. 
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'To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound, [Zxy 
Oedip. She's gone; and as ſhe went, methought he; 
Eyes 


| Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits 


Seething, like Bubbles, on the Brim, | 
Peep'd trom the wat'ry Brink, and glow'd upon me, 
F'll ſeek no more; but huſh my genius up 

"That throws me on my Fate. Impoſlible ! 

O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſy 'T'houghts 
Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heav'ns round, 


With an eternal hurry of the Soul: 


. " os Tv 
Nay, there's a Time when ev'n the rowling Year 


Seems to ſtand ill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 


When not a Breath diſturbs the drowſy Waves: 
But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 
TI; ne'er at reit, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the Bottom. Hemon, you I ſent: 
Where is that Phorbas ! 
Hezem. Here, my Royal Lord. 
O-dip. Speak firſt, Afgeon, ſay, is this the Man ? 


Ege. My Lord, it is: Tho' Time has plough'd that 


Face 
With many Furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt ; 


Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite tof 


forget it. 

Oedip. Peace; ſtand back awhile. 
Come hither Friend ; I hear thy Name 1s Phorbas. 
Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer 
'To what I ſhall enquire : Wert thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus, here in Thebes ? 

Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant ; 
Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave. 


Oedip. What Office hadſt thou ? what was thy Em-| 


ployment? | 
Phyr. He made me Lord of all his rural Pleatures ; 
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Oedip. Where was thy Reſidence? To what part o' th 
| Country 
' Didft thou moſt frequently reſort ? 
' Phor. To Mount Eithzron ? and the pleaſant Vallies 
Which all about lie ſhadowing its large Feet. 
Oedip. Come forth, Zgeon. Ha ! why ſtart'ſt thou. 
Phorhbas ? 
Forward I fay, and Face to Face confront him ; 
Look. wiſtly on him, through him, if thou canſt, 
' And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him ? 
Didſt thou e'er ſee him Pronverſe with him 
Near Mount Citheron ! 
 Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man? 
' Otdip. "This Man, this old, this venerable Man: 
Speak, didft thou ever meet him there? 
 Pher. Where, ſacred Sir? 
 Oedip. Near Mount Citheron, anſwer to the Purpoſe, 
 *Tisa King ſpeaks; and royal Minutes are 
- Of much more worth than thouſand vulgar Years: 
- Did'ſt thou e'er ſee this Man near Mount Cithzron ? 
 Phoy. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines ike tho 
| His Viſage bears; but know not where, nor when. 
th ge. Ist poſhble you ſhoyld forget your antient 
| Friend ? | 
\ There are perhaps 


 toÞ Particulars, which may excite your dead Remem- 
| b'rance. | 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
\ Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale? 
[Th Swaddling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd 
That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 
at ; | © Phor. Whate'er I begg'd ; thou like a Dotard ſpeak ft 
More than is requiſite : And what of this? 
E.m-t Why isit mention'd now? And why, O why 
Dot thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend ? 
,- | 3 Ze. Be not too raſh. "That Infant grow at laſt 


A King; and here the happy Monarch {tands. 


D Phor, 
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For what thou'ſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever, 


' IT do conjure you to inquire no more. 
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Phoy. Ha! whither wouldſt thou? O what haſt thoy 
utter'd ! 


Oedip. Forbear to curſe the Innocent ; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traitor, Villain, 
Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Phor. O Heav'ns! wherein, my Lord, have I offended: 

'Oedip. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge? 
Bring forth the Rack ; ſince Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 

Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir ; 

You will not rack an Innocent old Man. 

Oedip. S then. 

Phory. Alas, what would you have me ſay? | 

-Oedip. Did this old Man take from your Arms an Infant? 

Phor. Hedid: And, Oh! I with to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very Moment. 

:Qedip. |. -n_ Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Year | 

A dying. 
Here, bind his Hands ; he dallies with my Fury : 
-But I ſhall find a way 

Phor. My Lord, I ſaid 
I gave the Infant to him. 

Oedip. Was he thy own, or given thee:by another ? 

Phor. He was not mine, but given me by another. | 

-Oedip. Whence ? and from whom ? what City ? 
Of what Houſe? ] Z 

Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, | 
Would I could ſink beneath it : By the Gods, 


Oedip. Furies and Hell! Hzmon, bring forth the Rack; 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphurous Flame: | 
He ſhall be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flead off, 
And burnt alive, 

Phor. O ſpare my Age. | TY | 
-Oedip. Rite then, and ſpeak. 4 
Phor. Dread Sir, | will. & 
Oedip. Who gave that Infant to thee ? F 
Phor. One of King Lajus Family, 


_ O41; 
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Oedip. O, you immortal Gods ! But ſay, who was't? 
Which of the Family of Lajus gave it ? 
A Servant ; or one of the Royal Blood ? 
Phor. O wretched State! I die, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And if I ſpeak, molt certain Dcath attends me ! | 
Oury. Lon ſhalt not die, ſpeak then, who was it ? 
eak, 
While I pr Senſe to underſtand the Horrour ; 
' For I grow cold. 
Phor. The Queen Focaſia told me 
| It was her Son by Lajus. 
Oedip. O you Gods! 
' Phor, My Lord, ſhe did. 
| Oedip, Wherefore ? for what? =— O break not yet, 
i - my Heart ; | | 
'F Tho' my Eyes burſt, no matter : wilt thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever? for what End ? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child ? 
- Phor. To murder it. I 
Oed4ip. O more than avage! murder her own Bowels ! 
: Without a Cauſe ! 
' Phor. There was a dreadful one 
Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
: Should Kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
: Oedip. But one Thing more. 
\  Focaſia told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was ſlain; Speak, I conjure thee, 
\ For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 
' What was the Number of th' Afſailinates ? 
| Phor. The dreadful Deed was acted but by one z 
| Ard ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 
ack} | Oedip. Tis well! I thank you, Gods ! *tis wond'rous 


But did the give it thee? 


well ! 
Daggers, and Poiſon; O there is no need 
For my Diſpatch ; and you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 
007d up your Thunder-ſtones ; Keep, keep your Bolts 


me | 


For Crimes of little note. [Fall:. 
'* Adr. Help, Hemon, help, and bow him gently for- 
[2 ward ; 
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Chafe, chafe his 'Temples : How the mighty Spirits, 
Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais'd, 
Struggle for Vent : But ſee, he breathes again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through all Oppoſition. 
How fares my Royal Friend ? 
Cedip. The worſe for you. 
O barbarous Men, and oh the hated Light, 
Why did you force me back to curſe the Day; 
T'o curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me ? 
Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 
Stand from this Spot, I with you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, left the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already. 
[Draws, and claps his Sword to his Breaſt, which 
Adraſtus frikes away with his Foot. 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life ; 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him. 
Oedip. Cruel Adraftus! wilt thou, Hzmon too ? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends ? 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Foes ! 
Dear, dear Adraftus, look with half an Eye 
On my unheard-of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live ! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 
With all the low Submiſhons of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my Horrors way ; 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. | 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me Things impoſlible ; 
And I with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
'To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tir. Tho' baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may reign ; 
TY infernal Pow'rs themlielves exact no more ; 


Calm : 


Sh 


_ So now in very Deed I might behold 
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Calm then your Rage, and once more {eek the Gods. 
 Ozdip. I'll have no more to. do with Gods, nor Men ; 
Hence, from my Arms, avaunt. Enjoy. thy Mother | 
What, violate, with beaſftial Appetite, 
'The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn! 
'This 1s not to be born! Hence ; off, I fav; 
For they who let my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid Guilt. 
Adr. Let it be fo; We'll fence Heav'n's Fury from 
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ou, 
And faſter all together ; this perhaps, 
When Ruin comes, may help to break vour Fal. 
Ocdip. O that, as oft I have at {then ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 


'Fhe pond'rous Earth, and all yon Xlarble Roof 

Meet, like the Hands of Zove, and cruſh Mankin' ; 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 

Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of out-caſt Oedipus. 

Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 

Shadow the Globe ; may the Sun never dawn, 

The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb ; 

And for an Univerſal Rout of Nature 

Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there not be a Glimpſe, one Starry Spark, 

But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark. 

That Jars may riſe, and Wrath Divine be hurl'd, . 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. [Exeur?. 
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ACT: V.- SCENE IL 
Enter Creon, Alcander, azd Pyracmon. 


Cre. Hebes is at length my own; and all my Wiſhes, 
| Which ſure were great as Royalty &er form'd, 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown'd. 

O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 
Where all its different Lines are reconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the Burning-glaſs of Glory ! 

Pyr. Might I be Counteller, I would intreat you 
'To cool a lntle, Sir ; | | 
Find out Eurydice ; | 
And, with the Reſolution of a Man | 
Mark'd out for Greatneſs, give the fatal Choice 
Of Death, or Marriage. 

Alc. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 

As one who, tho' Unfortunate, belov'd, | 
Thought Innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the Thebars; you muſt mark him dead ; 
Since nothing but his Death, not Baniſhment, 
Can give Aflurance to your doubtful Reign. 

Cre. Well have you done, to ſnatch me from the Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little Streams | 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſlions, 

As Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire; 
Thereſive, Pyracmon, as you boldly urg'd, 
Eurydice ſhall die, or be my Bride. | 
Alcanger, ſummon to their Maſter's Aid 

My menial Servants, and all thoſe whom Change 
Of State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, ; 

Can win to take our Part; Away. What now? [ZE 0G x 

unter 


 Whi 
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Exnter Hamon. 


When Hamm weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
1 may foretel there is a fatal Cauſe. 

Hem. 1s't pollible you ſhould beignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King ? 

Cre. I know no more, but that he was condu&ged- 

Into his Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling - 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed ; 
All left him there, at his Deſire, alone; 
But ſure no Ill, unleſs he died with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. | 

Hem. | did; and, having lock'd the Door, - I ſtood ; 
And through a Chink I found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him ; 
At firſt, deep Sighs heav'd from his woeful Heart 
Murmurs, and Groans, that ſhook the outward Rooms, 
And art thou ftill alive, Oh Wretch ! he cry'd ; 
Then groan'd again, as if his forrowful Soul 
Had crack'd the Strings of Life, and burit away. 

Cre.. I weep to hear; how then ſhould TI have griev'd, 
Had I beheld this wond'rous Heap of Sorrow ! 
But, to the fatal Period. 

Hem. 'Thrice he firuck, | 
With all his Force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 
And thus, with Out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
But thou. canſt weep-then, and thou think'ſ 'tis well, 
Theſe Bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, 
Which Children vent for 'Toys, and Women rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on ; 
Yet theſe thou think'ſ are ample Satisfaftion 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt ; 
No, Paricide ; if thou muſt weep, weep Blood; * 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears; O, by the Gods, 
"Tis Sd thought, he cry'd, and fits my Woes, 

aid he ſmil'd revengefully, and leapt 
Upon the Floor ; thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery red, and glowing Vengeance ; 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho! 1 no-more 
D. 4 Wi. 
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Will view your Heav'n, *till with more durable Glas, 

The mighty Souls immortal PerſpeCtives. 

i find your dazling Beings ; Take, he cry'd, 

Cake, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal Farewel view. 

When with a Groan, that ſeem'd the Call of Death, 

With horrid Forcelifting his impious Hands, ; 

He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orhbs, 

The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd 'em on the Ground. 
Cre. A Malier-piece of Horror ; new and dreadful ! 
Hem. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh ! too late; 

For he had plvck'd the remnant Strings away, 

What then remains, but that I find Tirefas, / 

Who, with his Wiſdom, may allow thoſe Furies // - / 

That haunt his gloomy Soul? _ [Exit. Þ 
Cre. Heav'n will reward Wo 

'Thy care; molt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hzmon. 

But ſce, Alcander enters, well attended. 


Enter Alcander attended. 


I fee thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe, | 
For number, to the Crowds that ſoon will follow ; 
Be reſolute, | 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
Cre. Ha ! thou haſt given | 
THY Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 
''heſe Eyes be clos'd, 'till they behold Adra/tus 
Stretch'd at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. 
But fee, they're here ! retire a while, and mark. 


Enter Adraſtus, and Eurydice, attended, 


Adr. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read: the Fate of Oedipus, 
Will dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter ? 
Eur. *Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wiſh |_ 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 0 F 
ar þ'? 
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Our ſofter Hours in humble Celts away : 
Not but I love you to that infinite Height, 
I could (O wondrous Proof of fierceſt Love!) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you, | 
Adr. "Cake then this moſt lov'd Innocence away 3 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes, 
From Blood and Murder, 
Fly from the Author of all Villanics, 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Crco2 7 
Vouchſafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 
[Creon and Attendants come up to him; 
Cre. I have o'er-heard thy black Deſign, Adraftus. 
And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot: Let it ſufhce 
"That T, behes ſurveys thee as a Prince: abuſe not 
Her proffer'd Mercy, but retire betimes, 
Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy Doom.. 
Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 
Moſt abhor'd of Men, | 
Adraftus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee ; 
Thebans, to you I juſtify my Love: | 
I have addreſt my Prayers to this fair Princeſs ; 
But, if I ever. meant a Violence, 
Or thought to Raviſh, as that Traitor. did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhonour,. 
And let Men curſe me by the Name of Creor ! 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrath - 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Lives, 
To take the Part of that Rebellious. 'T'raitor. 
' By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
| By Queen Focaſta's Order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlatting Love, 
I here reſign to Prince Adraſtus' Arms 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Cre. O perjur'd Woman! 
Draw all; and when I give the Word, fall on. . 
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Traitor,. rehgn the Princeſs, or. this moment: 
ExpeR,. with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in pieces. 

Adr. No, Villain, noz 
With twice thoſe odds of Men, 
T doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſh thee, 
Captain, remember to your Care [, give | - 
My Love; ten thouſand thouſand Times more Dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. » 

Cre. Fall on, Alcander. 
Pyracmon, you and | muit wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. | 

- Adr. Ah, Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions; ſee, the Cowards fly. 


'[Ex. fghting: Creon's Party, beaten off by Adrafiu 


Enter. OEdipus. 


Ol: O, *tis too little this, thy loſs of Sight, 
What has it done? I ſhall be gazd at now 

'The more; be pointed at, there goes the Monſter ! 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from my ſelf; 

For tho? corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 

The bright reflecting Soul, thro' glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger Size her black Ideas, 

Doubling the bloody Profpe& of my Crimes : 

Holds Fancy down, and makes her at again, 

With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell and Furies, 
Ha ! now the baleful Offspring's brought to light! 
In horrid Form they rank themſelves before me: 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation ? 

Here one, with all th* Obedtence of-a.Son, 
Borrowing Tocaſ?a's Look, kneels at my Feet, 

And calls me Father: There a fturdy Boy, 
Reſembling Lajxs juſt as when I kill'd him, 

Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 


Cries out, how fares my Brother Oedipus ? 


What, Sons and Brcthers! Siſters and Daughters to, 
| 7p 
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Fly all, be gone, fly from: my. whirling Brain; 
Hangs, Inceſt, Murder ; hence, you ghaſtly Figures ! 
O- Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there any Mean? 

Let me go mad, or die. | 


Enter Jacaſta, 


Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
This ſtately Image of Imperial. Sorrow, 
Whoſe Story told; whoſe very Name but mention'd, 
Would cool the Rage of Fevers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luft from the pale Virgin's Hair, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet ? 
Oedip, By all. my Fears, I think Focafta's Voice! 
Hence; fly; be gone! O thou far worle than worſt 
\ Of damning Charmers/!- © abhor'd, loath'd Creature? 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'n, 
But think not - thou: ſhalt ever enter there: 
The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
*Gainſt thee, and me;. andthe Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 
Zo. O wretched Pair ! O greatly wretched we !- 
Two Worlds of Woe! 
Oedip. Art thou not gone then ? Ha! 
How dar it thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods? 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleaſures? - 
T6. Ta on,. till thou mak ſt mad my rowliag : 
rains : | 
Groan till more Death : and may thoſe diſmal Sources - 
Still bubble on, and: pour forth Blood and 'I'cears. 
Methinks atſuch a Meeting,, Heav'n ſtands till ; 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows : 'Fhis Mole-hill Earth 
Is. heav'd- no. more: The-buſy, Emmets ceaſe; - 
| Yet hear me on ; 
Oedip: Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. ' 
Foc. O; my, lov'd Lord, tho' I refolve a Ruin - 
'To match: my Crimes; by all my. Miſeries, 
| Tis. Horror. worſe than thouſand thouſand . Dong, 
j Q., 
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To ſend me hence without a kind Farewel. 
Ocdip. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O J@ 
caſta, 
Speak king ere thou goeſt for ever from me, 
Foc. "Tis Woman's Weakneſs, that I wou'd be 
pity'd ; 
Pardon me then, O Greateſt, tho* moſt Wretched, 
Of all thy Kind: My Soul is- on the Brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath : 
Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go, 
With ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all its Glory glow'd for my Reception. 
Oedip. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Nx 
ture : 
It works with Kindneſs o'er; Give, give me way 3 
I feel a Melting here, a Tenderneſs, 
'Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods! 
Dire& me to thy Knees: Yet, oh, forbear, 
Leſt the dead Embers ſhould revive, 
Stand off ——-and at juſt Diſtance 
Let me groan my Horrors here 
On the Earth, here blow my utmoft Gale; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, 'till I burſt with Sighing: *Þ 
Here Gaſp and Languiſh out my wounded Soul. F 
Foc. In ſpite of all thoſe Crimes the crue] Gods}. 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence ; FF 
Know yours: ''Tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, * 
For you are ftill my Husband. , 
Oedip. Swear I am, 1 
And Tl believe thee ; ſteal into thy Arms, 3 
Renew Endearments, think *em no Pollutions,. C 
But chaſte as Spirits Joys: Gently I'll come, 1 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee, F 
And fold thee fof:ly in my Arms to ſlumber. FLe 
[Zhe re 4 Lajus aſcends by degrees, pointing at. ti 
Ir 


| Jocaſta, | | 

Foc. Be gone, my Lord ! Alas, what are we doing? |M 
Fly frem my Arms! Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Vorlds divide us! Q thrice happy thou, 'N 


: | Why 


Who has?no Uſe of Eyes; for here's a Sight | 
Would turn the melting Face of Mercy's ſelf 
To a wild Fruy. 
Ozdip. Ha! What ſeeſt thou there ? | 
Foc.: The Spirit of my Husband! O the Gods! 
How wan he looks ! | 
Oedip. Tuou rav'it ; thy Husband's here. 
Foc. There, there he mounts 
In circling Fire, amongſt the bluſhing Clouds ! 
And ſee, he waves Focaſta from the World ! 

; Ghoſt. Focaſla, Oedipus. [Vaniſheth with Thunder. 
 __ Oedip. What would'it thou have? 

Thou know'ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 

In Darkneſs here, and kept from Means of Death. 

Pre heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful ; 

At whoſe Approach, when ſtarting from his Dungeon, 

The Earth does ſhake, and the oid Ocean grones; 

Rocks are remov'd, and Tow'rs are thund'red down: 

| And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant 
Are paſlable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

' Fec: Was that a Raven's Croak, or my Son's Voice ? 
No matter which; I'll to the Grave and hide me. 
Earth open, or I'll tear thy Bowels up. 

| Hark! He goes on, and blabs the Deed of Inceſt. 

Oedip. Strike then Imperial Ghoſt; daſh all at 

| QnNce | $ ' 

| This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand Pieces; 

That my poor lingring Soul may take her Flight 

: To your immortal Dwellings. 

Foe. Haſte thee then, 

\ Or I ſhall be before thee: See, thou can't not fee ; 

| \ Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on; 

I'll mount, I'll fly, and with a Port Divine 
| Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 

at \To find my Lajus out; ask every God 

:In his bright Palace, if he knows my Lajus, 
g! My murder'd Lajus ! | 
; _ Ocdip. Ha! How's this, Tocaſta ? . 
; Nay, if thy Brain be 6c, thou art bappy. 
J 
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Foc. Ha! Will you not? Shall I not find him out ? 
>W11l you not ſhow him? Are miy Tears deſpis'd? - 
Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
And fright you with my Cries; yes, -crael Gods, - 
Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my- Heart, 
I'll ſnatch Celeſtial Flames, fire. all your Dwellings, 
Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 
Of Cryſtal tly from. off their Diamond Hinges ; 
Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hives, 
To ſwarm, like Bees about the Field: of Heav'n ;- 
This will I do, unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 
My Dear, my murder'd Lord. © Lajus ! Lajus ! Lajus ! 
Ex. Jocaſta, 
Oedip. Excellent Grief! why, this is as it ſhould be! 
No Mourning can be ſuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, .or Madnefs forms, 
I cou'd have.wiſh'd methought for-Sight again, 
'To mark the Galantry of her DiſtraGtion. 
Her blazing Eyes darting_ the wand'ring Stars, 
'T*have ſeen her mouth.the Heav'ns; and mate the Gods, 
While with her thund'ring Voice ſhe menac'd- high, 
And every Accent twang'di with, ſmarting Sorrow.; 
But what's all this to- thee? Thou, Coward, yet. 
Art living, can't not, wilt not find. the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death ; 
'Tho' thouſand Ways-lead to his thouſand' Doors, 
Which Day and Night are fill unbarr'd for all. 
Claſhing of Swords : Drams. and Trumpets without. 
Hark ! 'tis the Noiſe of claſhing Swords !: the Sound 
Comes near. O, that a Battle- wou'd. come o'er me! . 
If I but: graſp a Sword, or. wreſt a Dagger, . 
Fll make a Ruin with the firſt that falls. 


Enter. Hemong with Guo.rde, 


Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow. 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir; I am infortm'd: 
"That Creow has Deſigns upon your Life, 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
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I order your Confinement. 
Oedip. Slaves, 'unhand. me. 
I think. thou. haſt a Swozd. "Twas the wrong ſide. 
Yet, cruel Hemon, think not I will live; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure could find 
Some deſperate Way tg itifle. this curſt Breath. 
Or. if I ſtarve. But: that's a, ling'ring Fate: 
Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall! 
The airy Soul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot 
Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriv'eſt to. Pale. her in; 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpite of thee; 
And, by the Rage that ttirs me, if I meet thee 
In Yother World, I'll curſe thee for this Uſage. [Ex:t. 
Hem. Tirefias, after him ; and, with. your Counſel, 
Adviſe him humbly : charm, if poflible, 
Theſe Feuds: within, while I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh. in th! Attempt, the furious Ceo ; 
That Brand which fets. our City in a, Flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 
To all our Plagues: What old T:re/ras can, 
Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Marnto, to the Tow'r. 
| _ FEx. Tir. azd Mant. 
Hem. Follow me all,. and: help to part this Fray, 


[Trumpets again. 


Or fall together in the bloody Broil. [Exit. 


Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon ard his Party- 
giving Ground to, Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraftus Prince of A4rgos, 
Hear, and behold ; Eurydice 1s my Priſoner. | 
Adr. What would'it thou, Hell-hound ?. 
Cre. See this brandiſt'd Dagger : 
Farego th' Advantage which thy Arm has wen, 
Or, by the Blood which. trembles: thro) the Heart 
Of her, whom more than Life, I know thou. lov't, 
1'll bury to-the Hatt, in. her fair Breaſt, 
"This Inftrument of my Revenge. 


wldri 


- > _ — cc 
- Te AAAS * vill. wa wn no cc eo oo. CO OO- -— c—_— 


$3 OE ov1evus. 


Adr. . wy thee, damn'd Wretch ; hold, ſtop thy bloody 

and. 

Cre. Give order then, that on this Inſtant, now, 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 

Adr. Away, my Friends, fince Fate has fo allotted. 
Be gone, and leave me to the Viliain's Mercy. 

Eur. Ah, my Adroftus ! Call 'em, call *em back! 
Stand there; come back! O cruel, barbarous Men ! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King, 
Atter ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, 

'To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain ? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Ruin? Drag him thro' the Streets, 


Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates ; 


Nor let my Death affright you. 

Cre. Die firſt thy felt then. 

Adr. O, 1 c_—_ thee hold. 
Hence, from my Preſence all : He's not my Friend 
That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas'd ? 

| [Ex. Attendants, 

Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 
'That can atone thee? Slack thy thirſt of Blood 
With mine ; but ſave, O ſave that innocent Wretch. 


Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Pri. Þ 


foner. 

Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to fave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, 
W hat-e'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword ; 
With that thou may | get off, tho' Odds oppole thee. 
For me, O fear not ; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword ; 
Leſt I be Raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. | 

Atr. Iniiru&t me, Gods, what ſhall 44raftus do? 


Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead, my Soldiers | 


With Numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Ist thy With 
Earydice ſhould fall before thee ? 
Aadr. '| raitor, no. 
Better that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 


# 
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Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or [I ſtrike. - 
Adr. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a moment's 
auſe. 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this: 
My Son, faid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge ; 
If thou forego'ſt it, Miſery attends thee: 
| Yet Love now charms it from me; which in all 
| The Hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
 *Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt ; 
* Tho' my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 
Cre. Fatal! Yes, fooliſh Love-ſick Prince, it ſhall. 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
Aly Wound's rememb'rance, 
 'Turn all at once the fatal Point on thee. 
HPyracmon, to the Palace, diſpatch 
* The King ; hang Hzmor up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for what-ever thou can'ſt dare. 
Eur. Hold, Creon, or thro! me, thro' me you wound, 
Adr. Of, Madam, or we periſh both ; behold 
I'm not unarm'd, my Ponlard's in my Hand: 
Therefore away. | 
Eur. I'll guard your Life with mine. 
Cre. Die both then; there is now no time for dallying, 
| [ K:i//s Eurydice. 
Eur. Ah, Prince, farewel ; farewel my dear m_—_— 
ies. 
Adr. Unheard of Monſter ! Eldeſt born of Hell ! 
Down to thy primitive Flames. [Stabs Creon. 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, help; revenge me. 
 Adr. More; yet more; a thouſand Wounds ! 
Till ſtamp thee itill, thus to the gaping Furies. 
| [Adraſtus fall, kilPd by the Soldiers. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Alcander and Pyracmon 
bound; the Aſſaſſins are driven off. + 


O Hzmon, IT am ſlain; nor need I name _ 
"TV inhuman Author of all VYillanies ; - 
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'There he lies gaſping. 
Cre. If I maſt :: in Flames, 

Burn firſt my Arm; bale Inſtrument, unfit 

To a& the Dictates of my daring Mind : 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 

Of the God, Ambition. | [ Dit:, 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-man, in the Heart! 

Yet in the Pangs of Death the graſps my Hand. 

Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

Herlaſt Farewel. O, Oedipus, thy Fall 

Is great ; and nobly now thou goeſt attended ! 

They talk of Heroes, and Celettial Beauties, 

And wond'rous Pleaſures in the other World ; 


Let me but find her there, I ask no more. [ Dies, | 


Enter a Captain to Hzmon ; with Tireſias and Manta, 


Cap. O, Sir, the Queen Focafia, fwift and wild, 
As a rob'd Tigreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 
Has acted Murders that amaze Mankind. 
In twiſted Gold F faw her Daughters hang” 
On the Bed-Royal, and her lutle Sons 
Stab'd thro' the Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows." 


Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns! Is then the Fate of Lajus Þ 


Never to be aton'd ? How facred t 

Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation ? 

But fee ! The furious mad Focaſta's here: 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by her Won 
and flabd in Places of her Boſom, her Hai 


diſheveld ; her Children ſlain upon the Bed. 
d 
Was ever yet a Sight of ſo much Horrour, 


And Pity brought to. View! 


oc. Ah, cruel Women |! 
Will you not let me take my laſt Farewel 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 


My melting Soul upon their bubting Wounds | 


» 
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I! print upon their coral Mouths ſuch Kilſles, 
As hal 


recal their wand'ring Spirits home. 


Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you Piece-meal, 


: Help, Hz mon, help: 
| Help, Oedipus; help, Gods; Focaſta dies. 


| Enter Oedipus above. 
| Oedip. I've found a Window, and I thank the Gods 


Bod. = unbarr'd : Sure by the diſtant Noiſe, 
The 


eight will fit my fatal Purpoſe well. 
Foc, What hoa, my Oedipus ! See, where he ftands ! 


| His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a 'Tow'r, 


Nor can it find the Road : Mount, mount, my Soul ; 
I'll wrap = —_ Spirit in Lambent Flames! and ſs 
we'll fail: 


| Bat ſee! we're landed on the happy Coaſt; 


And a!l the golden Strands are cover'd o'er 

With glorious Gods, that come to try our Cauſe. 
Fove, Fove, whoſe Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
He who' himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 

Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, 'tis done ;/ 
"Tis fixt by Fate, upon: Record Divine ; 


| And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [Dier. 


Ocdip. Speak, Heme; what has Fate been doing 
LT | 


| What dreadful Deed has mad Focaſia done ? 


Hzm. The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched 
Offspring, 


| Are by her Fury lain. 


Ocdip. By all my Woes, 


She has out-done me, in Revenge and Murder ; 


And I ſhould envy her the fad Applauſe: 
But, Oh! my Children ! Oh, what have they done ? 


| This was not like the Mercy of the Heay'ns, 

: To ſet her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty. 

© This ſtirs me more than all my Sufferings, 

And with my laſt Breath I muſt call you Tyrants. 


Hom. What mean you, Sir? 
Oedip. Jocaſta! Lo, I come. 
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O Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 

Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, 

All weeping rang'd along the gloomy Shore: 
Extend your Arms Cembrace me, for I come ; 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a Mortal's daring : 

And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 
Shout anc. applaud me with a clap of Thunder. 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
Swift as a falling Meteor; lo, I fl 


And thus go downwards to the ie Sky. 
[Thunder. He flings himſelf from the Window : The | 


Thebans gather about his Body. 


Hzm. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more! 
O curs'd Effe&t of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 


Tir. Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body 


hence; 
The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory, 
Yet, by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 
The ſacred Fury thus alarms the World. 
Let none, 'tho' ne'er ſo Vertuous, Great and High, 
Be judg'd entizely bleſt before they Die. 
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E P I L O G U E. 


| 'W H AT Sophocles could undertake ahize, 
s Our Poets found a Work for more than one ; 
' And therefore Tao lay tugging at the Piece, 


With all their Force, to draw their pond'rous Maſs from 
| Greece. 


A Weight that bent ev'n Seneca's ftirong Muſe, 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. 
So hard it is th Athenian Harp to ftring ! 
So much two Conſuls yield to one juft King. 
Terrour and Pity this whole Poem fevay ; 
The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play; 
| How heavy will theſe Vulzar Souls be found, 
| Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground ? 
When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 
ou can but Damn for one poor ſpot of Earth; 
And when your Children find your Fudgment ſuch, 
They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch 3 
Each haughty Poet awill infer with eaſe, 
| How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 
4s fome ftrong Churl would brandiſhing advance 
"The monumental Sword that conguer'd France; 
{$2 you, by judging this, your Fudgments teach 
"Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the Vote of full two thouſand Years 
"Has Crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs, 
7 hink it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 
And in your own Defence, let this Play live. 


" Think 


EPILOGUE. 


Think 'em not vain, vhen Sophocles is ſhown, 

"To praiſe his Warth they humbly doubt their own 
Yet as weak States each other's Pow'r afſure, 
Weak Poets by Comjundion are ſecare. 

Their Treat is what your Palates reliſh moſt, 

'F Charm! Song! and Show! a Murdey and a Ghoſt ! 
if We know not what you can defire or hope, 

i To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 


_ -> 
ended dt Gel am... a; 


FINTIS. 


